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The  favourable  reception  given  by  the  Public  to  the 

Firft  Series  of  thefe  Tranflations  has  encouraged  the 

Authors  to  publifh  feveral  others  in  fucceffion,  the 
Fourth  having  now  juft  appeared  from  the  Prefs. 

The  prefent  Edition  includes  the  whole  Four  Series. 

In  regard  to  the  new  Hymns,  as  to  the  previous  ones, 
it  muft  flill  be  underftood  that  fome  of  them  cannot  be 
called  very  literal  tranflations,  but  rather  aim  at  convey- 
ing the  general  idea  or  fpirit  of  the  German  original  in 
an  Engliih  form. 
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THE  LAND  OF  LUTHER. 


JOYS  TO   COME. 

1  Wird  das  nicht  Freude  feyn  t * 

Everlafting  joy  fhall  be  upon  their  heads :  they  fhall  obtain 
gladnefs  and  joy. — Is  A.  li.  u. 

jg  ILL  that  not  joyful  be, 
g     When  we  walk  by  faith  no  more, 
When  the  Lord  we  loved  before, 

As  Brother-man  we  fee  ; 
When  He  welcomes  us  above, 
When  we  fhare  His  fmile  of  love, 
Will  that  not  joyful  be  ? 
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Will  that  not  joyful  be, 
When  to  meet  us  rife  and  come 
All  our  buried  treafures  home, 

A  gladfome  company ! 
When  our  arms  embrace  again 
Thofe  we  mourned  fo  long  in  vain, 

Will  that  not  joyful  be  ? 

Will  that  not  joyful  be, 
When  the  foes  we  dread  to  meet, 
Every  one,  beneath  our  feet 

We  tread  triumphantly ! 
When  we  never  more  can  know 
Slighteft  touch  of  pain  or  woe, 

Will  that  not  joyful  be? 

Will  that  not  joyful  be, 
When  we  hear  what  none  can  tell, 
And  the  ringing  chorus  fwell 

Of  angels'  melody ! 
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When  we  join  their  fongs  of  praife, 
Hallelujahs  with  them  raife, 
Will  that  not  joyful  be? 

Yes  !•  that  will  joyful  be  ! 
Let  the  world  her  gifts  recall, 
There  is  bitternefs  in  all, 

Her  joys  are  vanity ! 
Courage,  dear  ones  of  my  heart ! 
Though  it  grieves  us  here  to  part, 

There,  we  will  joyful  be  ! 
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DYING  PETITIONS. 

6  Gedenke  mein,  mein  Gott  /' 
*  Lord  Jefus,  receive  my  fpirit.' — Acts  vii.  59. 

REMEMBER  me,  my  God  !  remember  me 
In  hour  of  deepeft  woe  ■, 
Thou  art  my  only  hope,  my  only  plea, 

Againft  th'  accufing  foe. 
Oh,  mow  me  now  Thy  full  falvation, 
Oh,  hear  my  dying  fupplication  ! 

Remember  me  !' 


I  think  on  thee,  believer  !  tremble  not, 

Thy  Saviour  ftill  is  near  : 
Here  is  My  crofs,  My  blood  to  cleanfe  each  fpot, 

My  promifes  to  cheer. 
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Is  not  My  love  unchanged,  unfhaken  ? 
How  fhall  Mine  own  be  e'er  forfaken  r 

I  think  on  thee  ! ' 

'  Remember  me  !  man's  help  can  nought  avail 
In  the  dark  valley's  fhade  ; 
My  drength  muft  faint,  my  flefh  and  heart 
mud  fail, 

Oh  !  hafte  Thou  to  mine  aid  ! 
Silence  and  darknefs  o'er  me  dealing, 
Oh,  be  Thou  dill  Thyfelf  revealing, — 

Remember  me  ! ' 

1  I  think  on  thee  !  foon  in  the  better  land 
Thou  fhalt  with  Me  rejoice  •, 
The  harps  of  heaven  are  waiting  for  thy  hand, 

The  chorus  for  thy  voice  : 
The  angel  bands  are  round  thee  bending, 
Thy  parting  fpirit  clofe  attending, — 

I  think  on  thee  ! ' 
3 


1 8  Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther. 

'  Remember  me  !  by  Thine  own  hour  of  pain, 
Appear  in  mine  to  fave  ! 
Smooth  for  my  reft  the  couch  where  Thou 
haft  lain, 

The  pillow  of  the  grave  ; 
And  while  the  years  of  time  are  flying, 
In  that  lone  place  of  darknefs  lying, — 

Remember  me  ! ' 


1 1  think  on  thee  !  thine  own  Redeemer 
lives, 

Thy  hope  ftiall  not  be  vain : 
When  the  laft  trump  its  folemn  fummons 
gives, 

Thou  fhalt  arife  again. 
Now,  go  in  peace,  fecurely  fieep- 

ing, 

Thy  duft  is  fafe  in  angel's  keeping, 

I  think  on  thee  ! J 
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'  Remember  me,  and  the  afflicted  band 
Whom  I  muft  leave  behind  ! 
Pour  confolation  from  Thine  own  rich 
hand 

On  mourning  heart  and  mind. 
Oh,  hear  this  one,  this  laft  petition, 
Then  {hall  I  go  in  glad  fubmiffion, — 

Remember  me  !' 


*  I  think  on  thee  !  with  that  fad  band  of 
love 

I  will  in  mercy  deal; 
My  tender  fympathy  their  fouls  fhall 
prove, 

My  Spirit's  power  to  heal. 
The  long-fought  blifs  fhall  yet  be 

given, 
The  loft  of  earth  are  found  in  heaven, — 

I  think  on  thee  ! ' 
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CHORUS  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

'  Now,  fweetly  fleep  !  angels  thy  foul  receive, 
And  bear  to  Jems'  breaft  ! 
Long  in  our  hearts  thy  memory  mall  live, 

Here  let  thy  body  reft, 
Secure  from  earthly  pain  and  forrow, 
Till  dawns  the  refurredlion  morrow. 

Now,  fweetly  fleep  ! ' 
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WEEP  NOT. 

1  Weine  nicht.' 
*  The  Lord  hath  heard  the  voice  of  my  weeping.' — Psalm  vi. 

^3^|pEEP  not, — Jefus  lives  on  high, 
'        Oh,  fad  and  wearied  one  ! 
If  thou  with  the  burden  figh, 
Of  grief  thou  canft  not  fhun, 
Trull  Him  ftill, 
Soon  there  will 
Rofes  in  the  thicket  ftand, 
Gofhen  fmile  on  Egypt's  land. 

Weep  not, — Jefus  thinks  of  thee 

When  all  befide  forget. 
And  on  thee  fo  lovingly 

His  faithfulnefs  has  fet, 
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That  though  all 
Ruin'd  fall, 
Every  thing  on  earth  be  fhaken, 
Thou  wilt  never  be  forfaken. 

Weep  not, — Jefus  heareth  thee, 
Hears  thy  moanings  broken, 
Hears  when  thou  right  wearily 
All  thy  grief  haft  fpoken. 
Raife  thy  cry, 
He  is  nigh, 
And  when  waves  roll  full  in  view, 
He  fhall  fix  their  <  Hitherto.' 

Weep  not, — Jefus  loveth  thee, 

Though  all  around  may  fcorn, 
And  though  poifon'd  arrows  be 
Upon  thy  buckler  borne, 
With  His  love, 
Nought  can  move  •, 
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All  may  fail, — yet  only  wait, 

He  fhall  make  the  crooked  ftraight. 

Weep  not, — Jefus  cares  for  thee, 

Then  what  of  good  can  fail  ? 
Why  fhouldft  thou  thus  gloomily 
At  thought  of  trouble  quail  ? 
He  will  bear 
All  thy  care ; 
And  if  He  the  burden  take, 
He  will  all  things  perfeft  make. 

Weep  not, — Jefus  comforts  thee, 

He  yet  fhall  come  and  fave, 
And  each  forrow  thou  fhalt  fee 
Lie  buried  in  thy  grave. 
Sin  fhall  die, 
Grief  fhall  fly, 
Thou  haft  wept  thy  lateft  tears 
When  the  Lord  of  life  appears  ! 
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HERE  IS  MY  HEART. 

i  Hier  ijl  mein  Herz.' 
6  My  fori,  give  me  thine  heart.' — Prov.  xxiii.  26. 

ERE  is  my  heart ! — my  God,  I  give  it  Thee ; 

I  heard  Thee  call  and  fay, 
s  Not  to  the  world,  my  child,  but  unto  Me/ — 
I  heard,  and  will  obey. 
Here  is  love's  offering  to  my  King, 
Which  in  glad  facrifice  I  bring. 
Here  is  my  heart. 

Here  is  my  heart ! — furely  the  gift,  though  poor, 

My  God  will  not  defpife  ; 
Vainly  and  long  I  fought  to  make  it  pure, 

To  meet  Thy  fearching  eyes ; 
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Corrupted  firft  in  Adam's  fall, 
The  ftains  of  fin  pollute  it  all. 
My  guilty  heart ! 

Here  is  my  heart! — my  heart  fo  hard  before, 

Now  by  Thy  grace  made  meet, 
Yet  bruifed  and  wearied,  it  can  only  pour 
Its  anguifti  at  Thy  feet : 
It  groans  beneath  the  weight  of  fin, 
It  fighs  falvation's  joy  to  win. 

My  mourning  heart ! 

Here  is  my  heart ! — in  Chrift  its  longings 
end, 
Near  to  His  crofs  it  draws ; 
It  fays,  'Thou  art  my  portion,  O  my  Friend, 
Thy  blood  my  ranfom  was.' 
And  in  the  Saviour  it  has  found 
What  blefTednefs  and  peace  abound, — 
My  trufting  heart ! 
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Here  is  my  heart! — ah!  Holy  Spirit,  come, 

Its  nature  to  renew, 
And  confecrate  it  wholly  as  Thy  home, 
A  temple  fair  and  true. 
Teach  it  to  love  and  ferve  Thee  more, 
To  fear  Thee,  truft  Thee,  and  adore, 
My  cleanfed  heart ! 

Here  is  my  heart! — it  trembles  to  draw  near 

The  glory  of  Thy  throne  ; 
Give  it  the  fhining  robe  Thy  fervants  wear, 
Of  righteoufnefs  Thine  own : 
Its  pride  and  folly  chafe  away 
And  all  its  vanity,  I  pray. 

My  humbled  heart ! 

Here  is  my  heart ! — teach  it,  O  Lord,  to  cling 

In  gladnefs  unto  Thee ; 
And  in  the  day  of  forrow  frill  to  fing, 

'  Welcome,  my  God's  decree.' 
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Believing,  all  its  journey  through, 
That  Thou  art  wife,  and  juft  and  true. 
My  waiting  heart ! 

Here  is  my  heart ! — O  Friend  of  friends,  be  near 

To  make  each  tempter  fly, 
And  when  my  lateft  foe  I  wait  with  fear, 
Give  me  the  victory ! 
Gladly  on  Thy  love  repofing, 
Let  me  fay,  when  life  is  clofing, 
'  Here  is  my  heart ! ' 
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DISCIPLINE. 

1  Zage  nicht.' 

1  It  is  good  for  me  that  I  have  been  afflicted  ;  that  I  might  learn 

Thy  ftatutes.' — Psalm  cxix.  71. 

(ftg&f^  REMBLE  not,  though  darkly  gather 

C  |f ;JK^        Clouds  and  tempefl  o'er  thy  fky, 

|fe^^^  Still  believe,  thy  heavenly  Father 

Mm                   Loves  thee  beft  when  ftorms  are  nigh. 

When  the  fun  of  fortune  fhineth 

Long  and  brightly  on  the  heart, 

Soon  its  fruitfulnefs  declineth, 

Parched  and  dry  in  every  part. 

Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther.  29 

Then  the  plants  of  grace  have  faded 

In  the  dry  and  burning  foil, 
Thorns  and  briers  their  growth  have  shaded, 

Earthly  cares  and  earthly  toil. 

But  the  clouds  are  feen  ascending, 

Soon  the  heavens  are  overcaft, 
And  the  weary  heart  is  bending 

'Neath  affliction's  ftormy  blaft. 

Yet  the  Lord,  on  high  prefiding, 

Rules  the  ftorm  with  powerful  hand  ; 

He  the  jfhower  of  grace  is  guiding 
To  the  dry  and  barren  land. 

See,  at  length  the  clouds  are  breaking, 

Tempefts  have  not  palled  in  vain; 
For  the  foul,  revived,  awaking, 

Bears  its  fruits  and  flowers  again. 
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Love  divine  has  feen  and  counted 
Every  tear  it  cauf'd  to  fall, 

And  the  ftorm  which  love  appointed, 
Was  its  choicefl  gift  of  all. 


Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther. 


3* 


A  MOTHER'S  PRAYER  IN  THE  NIGHT. 

'  Dunkel  ijis: 

1  Behold,  He  that  keepeth  Ifrael  fhall  neither  flumber  nor  fleep.' 
Psalm  cxxi.  4. 


ARKNESS  reigns — the  hum  of  life's  com 
motion 
On  the  liftening  ear  no  longer  breaks  ; 
Stars  are  fhining  on  the  deep  blue  ocean, 
All  is  filent,  Love  alone  awakes. 


Love  on  earth  its  lonely  vigils  keeping, 

Love  in  heaven  that  refts  or  (lumbers  not ; 

Peace,  my  anxious  heart !    though  thou  wert 
fleeping, 
Love  divine  has  ne'er  its  charge  forgot. 
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And  for  you,  my  brighteft  earthly  flowers, 
You,  my  children,  Love  divine  has  cared  ; 

Sleep,  beloved  ones  !  through  thefe  dark  hours 
Angels  by  your  pillow  watch  and  guard. 

Here  the  winged  mefTengers  of  heaven, 
As  beheld  at  Bethel,  come  and  go, 

Angel  guardians,  whom  the  Lord  has  given 
To  each  little  one  while  here  below. 

Thou,  O  Saviour,  while  on  earth  refiding, 
Never  didft  Thou  fcorn  a  mother's  prayer, 

Faith  may  frill  behold  Thee  here  abiding, 
Still  commend  her  treafures  to  Thy  care. 

Were  not  all  my  hope  on  Thee  repofing, 
Thou  fole  refuge  for  a  finner's  fears, 

Then,  the  future  all  its  ills  difclofing, 
I  could  give  my  children  only  tears. 
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From  their  earthly  parents  they  inherit 

Nought  fave  fin  and  weaknefs,  grief  and  pain, — 

Give  them,  Lord,  Thine  all-fufficient  merit, 
Spiritual  birth  and  life  again. 

Hide  and  guard  them  in  Thy  tender  arms, 

Till  the  wildernefs  of  life  be  paft ; 
Save  them  from  temptation's  fatal  charms, 

Seal  them  for  thine  own,  from  firft  to  lad  ! 

Let  thy  rod  and  ftaff  in  mercy  lead  them 

In  the  foofteps  of  Thy  flock  below, 
Till  'mid  heavenly  paftures  Thou  fhalt  feed  them, 

Where  the  ftreams  of  life  eternal  flow. 
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JESUS,  STILL  LEAD  ON. 

c  Jefu,  geh  njoran, 
6  They  forfook  all,  and  followed  Him.' — Luke  v.  ii. 

ESUS,  ftill  lead  on, 

Till  our  reft  be  won  ! 
And  although  the  way  be  cheerlefs, 
We  will  follow,  calm  and  fearlefs ; 

Guide  us  by  Thy  hand 

To  our  Fatherland. 

If  the  way  be  drear, 

If  the  foe  be  near, 
Let  not  faithlefs  fears  o'ertake  us. 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forfake  us, 

For,  through  many  a  foe, 

To  our  home  we  go  ! 
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When  we  feek  relief 

From  a  long-felt  grief, — 
When  opprefTed  by  new  temptations, 
Lord,  increafe  and  perfect  patience  ; 

Show  us  that  bright  ihore 

Where  we  weep  no  more  ! 

Jefus,  ftill  lead  on, 

Till  our  reft  be  won ! 
Heavenly  Leader,  ftill  direft  us, 
Still  fupport,  confole,  protect  us, 

Till  we  fafely  ft  and 

In  our  Fatherland  ! 
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TO  A  DYING  CHILD. 

6Zeuch-hiny  mein  Kind' 

6  Suffer  the  little  children  to  come  unto  Me,  and  forbid  them  not: 
for  of  fuch  is  the  kingdom  of  God.' — Mark  x.  14. 

EPART,  my  child  !  the  Lord  thy  fpirit  calls 

To  leave  a  world  of  woe : 
Sad  on  my  heart  the  heavenly  fummons  falls ; 

Yet  fince  He  wills  it  fo, 
I  calm  the  rifing  agitation, 
And  fay,  with  humble  refignation, 
Depart,  my  child  ! 

Depart,  my  child  !  lent  for  a  little  while 
Our  drooping  hearts  to  cheer  ; 

Dear  is  thy  loving  voice,  thy  gentle  fmile, 
Ah  !  who  can  tell  how  dear  ? 
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The  fands  are  run, — too  quickly  falling, 
The  Giver  comes, — His  own  recalling, — 
Depart,  my  child  ! 

Depart,  my  child !  enjoy  in  heaven's  pure 
day 

What  earth  muft  ftill  deny ; 
Here  many  a  ftorm  awaits  thy  longer  way, 

And  many  a  tear  thine  eye. 
Go,  where  the  flowers  have  never  faded, 
Where  love  may  fmile  unchilled,  unfhaded,— 
Depart,  my  child ! 

Depart,  my  child !  foon  ftiall  we  meet  again 

In  the  good  land  of  reft : 
Thou  goeft,  happy  one !  ere  grief  or  pain 

Have  reached  thy  gentle  breaft. 
Happy,  our  thorny  path  forfaking, 
From  life's  vain  dream  fo  early  waking, — 
Depart,  my  child ! 


Depart,  my  child !  angels  are  bending  down 

To  fet  thy  fpirit  free, 
The  Saviour  holds  in  heaven  the  golden  crown 

He  won  on  earth  for  thee. 
Yes  !  now  in  Him  thou  art  victorious, — 
Go,  (hare  His  reft  and  triumph  glorious, — 
Depart,  my  child ! 
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ARISE ! 

'  Wachet  auf: 
'  It  is  high  time  to  awake  out  of  fleep.' — Rom.  xiii.  14. 

RISE  !  ye  lingering  faints,  arife ! 

Remember  that  the  might  of  grace, 
When  guilty  {lumbers  fealed  your  eyes, 

Awakened  you  to  run  the  race , 
And  let  not  darknefs  round  you  fall, 
But  hearken  to  the  Saviour's  call. 

Arife! 

Arife !  becaufe  the  night  of  fin 

Mufl  flee  before  the  light  of  day , 

God's  glorious  Gofpel  mining  in, 

Mull:  chafe  the  midnight  gloom  away : 

You  cannot  true  difciples  be 

If  you  flill  walk  in  vanity. 

Arife! 
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Arife!  although  the  flelh  be  weak, 
The  fpirit  willing  is  and  true, 

And  fervants  of  the  Mafter  feek 
To  follow  where  it  guideth  to. 

Beloved!  oh,  be  wife  indeed, 

And  let  the  fpirit  ever  lead. 

Arife! 

Arife!  becaufe  our  Serpent- foe 

Unwearied  ftrives  by  day  and  night, 

Remembers  time  is  fhort  below, 

And  wreftles  on  with  hellish  might : 

Then  boldly  grafp  both  fword  and  fhield, 

Who  flumbers  on  the  battle-field  ? 

Arife! 

Arife !  before  that  hour  unknown, 

The  hour  of  death  that  comes  ere  long, 

And  comes  not  to  the  weak  alone, 
But  to  the  mighty  and  the  ftrong. 
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Beloved  !  oft  in  fpirit  dwell 
Upon  the  hour  that  none  can  tell. 

Arife! 

Arife !  that  you  prepared  may  ftand 

Before  the  coming  of  the  Lord ; 
The  day  of  wrath  draws  nigh  at  hand, 

According  to  th'  eternal  Word. 
Ah !  think,  perhaps  this  day  fhall  fee 
The  dawning  of  eternity ! 

Arife! 

Arife!  it  is  the  Matter's  will, 

No  more  His  heavenly  voice  defpife, 

Why  linger  with  the  dying  ftill  ? 
He  calls — Aroufe  you,  and  arife ! 

No  longer  flight  the  Saviour's  call, 

It  founds  to  you,  to  me,  to  all. 

Arife! 
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GOD  WITH  ME. 

1  Gott  bei  mir  in  jedem  Ort.' 

1  When  thou  pafTeft  through  the  waters,  I  will  be  with  thee ; 
and  through  the  rivers,  they  fhall  not  overflow  thee  ;  when 
thou  walked  through  the  fire,  thou  fhalt  not  be  burned  ; 
neither  fhall  the  flame  kindle  upon  thee.' — Isa.  xliii.  a. 

Y  God  with  me  in  every  place ! 
Firmly  does  the  promife  ftand, 
On  land  or  iea,  with  prefent  grace 

Still  to  aid  us  near  at  hand. 
If  you  afk,  '  Who  is  with  thee  r' 
God  is  here — my  God  with  me ! 
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No  depth,  nor  prifon,  nor  the  grave, 

Can  exclude  Him  from  His  own  •, 
His  cheering  prefence  ftill  I  have, 

If  in  crowds  or  all  alone. 

In  whatever  ftate  I  be, 

Everywhere  is  God  with  me! 

My  God  for  me ! — I  dare  to  fay, 

God  the  portion  of  my  foul ! 
Nor  need  I  tremble  in  difmay 

When  around  me  troubles  roll. 

If  you  afk,  'What  comforts  thee?' 

It  is  this — God  is  for  me! 

Ah !  faith  has  feen  Him  cradled  lie, 

Here  on  earth  a  weeping  child ; 
Has  feen  Him  for  my  vilenefs  die, 

He,  the  finlefs,  undefiled ! 

And  thus  I  know  it  true  to  be, 

God,  my  Saviour,  is  for  me ! 
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In  life,  in  death,  with  God  fo  near, 

Every  battle  I  fhall  win ; 
Shall  boldly  prefs  through  dangers  here, 

Triumph  over  every  fin ! 
'  What !'  you  fay,  '  A  victor  be?' 

No,  not  I,  but  God  in  me ! 
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THE  COMMUNION  OF  SAINTS. 

i  0  <wie  felig  feyd  ihr  doch^  ihr  Frommen.'' 

1  Blefled  are  the  dead  which  die  in  the  Lord  from  henceforth : 
Yea,  faith  the  Spirit,  that  they  may  reft  from  their  labours ; 
and  their  works  do  follow  them.' — Rev.  xiv.  13. 


CHURCH  ON  EARTH. 

H  !  how  blefled  are  ye,  faints  forgiven, 
Through  the  gate  of  death  now  fafe  in 
heaven, 

All  trials  over, 
All  the  ills,  which  round  us  darkly  hover  ! ' 


CHURCH  IN  HEAVEN. 

'  Yes,  dear  friends,  our  joys  are  ftill  increafing, 
Our  fongs  of  praife  are  new  and  never  ceafmg, 

All  preparing 
For  the  time  when  you  ihall  all  be  fliaring.' 
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CHURCH  ON  EARTH. 

1  We  are  now  as  in  a  prifon  dwelling, 
Storms  of  care  and  trouble  o'er  us  fwelling ; 

All  around  us 
Only  fins  and  griefs,  to  fnare  and  wound  us.' 


CHURCH  IN  HEAVEN. 

'  Ah,  beloved  friends  !  be  not  complaining, 
Wifli  not  joy  while  flill  on  earth  remaining, 

Be  ftill  confiding 
In  your  Father's  love  and  tender  guiding.' 


CHURCH  ON  EARTH. 

'  In  your  quiet  home  fo  gently  refting, 
Safe  for  evermore  from  all  molefting, 

No  care  or  forrow 
Can  you  feel  to-day,  or  fear  to-morrow  ! ' 
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CHURCH  IN  HEAVEN. 

1  In  your  conflicts  we  were  once  engaging, 
Long  with  fin  and  Satan  warfare  waging ; 

All  your  diftreiTes 
Once  were  ours,  to  weary  and  opprefs  us.' 


CHURCH  ON  EARTH. 

6  Chrift  has  wiped  away  your  every  tear, 
You  enjoy  what  we  are  feeking  here, 

The  harps  of  heaven 
Sound  in  ftrains  to  mortals  never  given.' 


CHURCH  IN  HEAVEN. 

'  Yet  in  patience  run  the  race  before  you, 
Long  for  heaven,  where  Love  is  watching  o'er  you, 

Sow  in  weeping, 
Soon  the  fruit  with  joy  you  fhall  be  reaping.' 
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CHURCH  ON  EARTH. 

1  Come,  come  quickly,  long  expe&ed  Jefus, 
From,  all  fin  and  forrow  to  releafe  us, 

Quickly  take  us 
To  Thyfelf,  and  bleft  for  ever  make  us ! ' 


CHURCH  IN  HEAVEN. 

'  Ah,  beloved  fouls  !  your  palms  victorious. 
Golden  harps,  and  thrones  of  triumph  glorious, 

All  are  waiting, — 
Follow  on  with  courage  unabating.' 


CHORUS. 

'  Let  us  join  to  praife  His  name  for  ever, 
To  us  both  of  every  good  the  Giver ; 

Life  undying 
We  mall  each  obtain,  on  Him  relying. 
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;  Praife  Him,  men  on  earth,  and  faints  in  heaven ! 
To  the  Lamb  be  praife  and  glory  given, 

Praife  unending, 
Glory  through  eternity  extending ! ' 
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EVENING  HYMN. 

6  Nu?i  ruhen  alle  Walder* 

1  I  will  both  lay  me  down  in  peace  and  fleep :  for  Thou,  Lord, 
only  makeft  me  dwell  in  fafety.' — Psalm  iv.  8. 

^^^^^UIETLY  reft  the  woods  and  dales, 
[I  Silence  round  the  hearth  prevails, 
The  world  is  all  afleep: 
Thou,  my  foul,  in  thought  arife, 
Seek  thy  Father  in  the  flues, 
And  holy  vigils  with  Him  keep. 

Sun,  where  hideft  thou  thy  light  ? 
Art  thou  driven  hence  by  Night, 
Thy  dark  and  ancient  foe  ? 
Go!  another  Sun  is  mine, 
Jefus  comes  with  light  divine, 
To  cheer  my  pilgrimage  below. 
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Now  that  day  has  part  away, 
Golden  ftars  in  bright  array 

Befpangle  the  blue  fky  : 
Bright  and  clear,  fo  would  I  ftand, 
When  I  hear  my  Lord's  command 
To  leave  this  earth,  and  upward  fly. 

Now  this  body  feeks  for  reft, 
From  its  veftments  all  undreft, 

Types  of  mortality : 
Chrift  fhall  give  me  foon  to  wear, 
Garments  beautiful  and  fair, — 
White  robes  of  glorious  majefty. 

Head,  and  feet,  and  hands,  once  more 
Joy  to  think  of  labour  o'er, 

And  night  with  gladnefs  fee. 
Oh,  my  heart,  thou  too  fhalt  know 
Reft  from  all  thy  toil  below, 
And  from  earth's  turmoil  foon  be  free. 
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Weary  limbs,  now  reft  ye  here, 
Safe  from  danger  and  from  fear, 
Seek  flumber  on  this  bed : 
Deeper  reft  ere  long  to  fhare, 
Other  hands  fhall  foon  prepare 
My  narrow  couch  among  the  dead. 

While  my  eyes  I  gently  clofe, 
Stealing  o'er  me  foft  repofe, 

Who  fhall  my  guardian  be? 
Soul  and  body  now  I  leave 
(And  Thou  wilt  the  truft  receive), 
O  Ifrael's  Watchman !  unto  Thee. 

O  my  friends,  from  you  this  day 
May  all  ill  have  fled  away, 

No  danger  near  have  come  •, 
Now,  my  God,  thefe  dear  ones  keep, 
Give  to  my  beloved  fleep, 
And  angels  fend  to  guard  their  home ! 
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MY  GOD !  I  KNOW  THAT  I  MUST  DIE. 

'  Mein  Gott  !  ich  iveifs  wuohl  dafs  ichjlerbe.' 

'  All  the  days  of  my  appointed  time  will  I  wait,  till  my  change 
come/ — Job  xiv.  14. 

<t§^)Y  GOD  !  I  know  that  I  muft  die, 

My  mortal  life  is  paffing  hence, 
On  earth  I  neither  hope  nor  try 

To  find  a  lafting  refidence. 
Then  teach  me  by  Thy  heavenly  grace, 
With  joy  and  peace  to  end  my  race. 

My  God  !  I  know  not  when  I  die, 
What  is  the  moment,  or  the  hour, 

How  foon  the  clay  may  broken  lie, 
How  quickly  pafs  away  the  flower  ; 

Then  may  thy  child  prepared  be 

Through  time  to  meet  Eternity. 
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My  God  !  I  know  not  how  I  die, 
For  death  has  many  ways  to  come, 

In  dark  myfterious  agony, 
Or  gently  as  a  fleep  to  fome. 

Juft  as  Thou  wilt !  if  but  I  be 

For  ever  blefTed,  Lord,  with  Thee. 

My  God  !  I  know  not  where  I  die, 

Where  is  my  grave,  beneath  what  ftrand,- 

Yet  from  its  gloom  I  do  rely 
To  be  delivered  by  Thy  hand. 

Content,  I  take  what  fpot  is  mine, 

Since  all  the  earth,  my  Lord,  is  Thine. 

My  gracious  God  !  when  I  mull  die, 
Oh,  bear  my  happy  foul  above, 

With  Chrift,  my  Lord,  eternally 

To  fhare  Thy  glory  and  Thy  love  I 

Then  comes  it  right  and  well  to  me, 

When,  where,  and  how  my  death  fhall  be. 


Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther.  55 


LIGHT  IN  DARKNESS. 

*  i  All  things  work  together  for  good  to  them  that  love  God.' 
Rom.  viii.  28. 

^^Mi}OW  weary  and  how  worthlefs  this  life  at 
b^j^jj^  times  appears ! 

<ggf  n        "  What  days  of  heavy  mufings,  what  hours  of 
cQL,  bitter  tears ! 

How  dark  the  ftorm-clouds  gather  along  the  wintry 

fkies, 
How  defolate  and  cheerlefs  the  path  before  us  lies  ! 

And  yet  thefe  days  of  drearinefs  are  fent  us  from  above, 
They  do  not  come  in  anger,  but  in  faithfulnefs  and  love ; 
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They  come  to  teach  us  lefTons  which  bright  ones  could 

not  yield, 
And  to  leave  us  bleft  and  thankful  when  their  purpofe 

is  fulfilled. 

They  come  to  draw  us  nearer  to  our  Father  and  our 

Lord, 
More  earneftly  to  feek  His  face,  to  liften  to  His  word, 
And  to  feel,  if  now  around  us  a  defert  land  we  fee, 
Without   the   ftar   of  promife,   what   would   its   dark- 

nefs  be! 

They  come  to  lay  us  lowly  and  humbled  in  the  duft, 
All  felf-deception  fwept  away,  all  creature-hope  and  truft  ; 
Our  helpleffiiefs,  our  vilenefs,  our  guikinefs  to  own, 
And  flee  for  hope  and  refuge  to  Chrift,  and  Chrift  alone. 

They  come  to  break  the  fetters  which  here  detain  us  faft, 
And  force  our  long  relu&ant  hearts  to  rife  to  heaven  at 
laft; 
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And  brighten  every  profpeft  of  that  eternal  home, 
Where  grief  and  difappointment  and  fear  can  never  come. 

Then  turn  not  in  defpondence,  poor  weary  heart,  away, 
But  meekly  journey  onwards,  through  the  dark  and 

cloudy  day ; 
Even  now  the  bow  of  promife  is  above  thee  painted 

bright, 
And  foon  a  joyful  morning  fhall  diilipate  the  night. 

Thy  God  hath  not  forgot  thee,  and,  when  He  fees  it  belt, 
Will  lead  thee  into  funlhine,  will  give  thee  bowers  of  reft  ; 
And  all  thy  pain  and  forrow,  when  the  pilgrimage  is  o'er, 
Shall  end  in  heavenly  bleffednefs,  and  joys  for  evermore! 


58  Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther. 


LET  ME  FIND  THEE! 

'  Siehy  hier  bin  ichy  Ehren-Konig.' 
Seek  ye  the  Lord  while  He  may  be  found.' — Is  A.  lv.  6. 

EHOLD  me  here,  in  grief  draw  near, 
Pleading  at  Thy  throne,  O  King; 

To  Thee  each  tear,  each  trembling  fear, 
Jefus,  Son  of  man !  I  bring. 

Let  me  find  Thee, — let  me  find  Thee, 
Me,  a  vile  and  worthlefs  thing ! 

Look  down  in  love,  and  from  above, 

With  thy  Spirit  fatisfy ; 
Thou  haft  fought  me,  Thou  haft  bought  me, 

And  Thy  purchafe,  Lord,  am  I. 
Let  me  find  Thee, — let  me  find  Thee, 

Here  on  earth,  and  then  on  high ! 
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No  other  prayer  to  Thee  I  bear, 

O  my  Lord,  but  only  this, — 
To  fhare  Thy  grace,  to  fee  Thy  face, 

And  to  know  Thy  people's  blifs. 
Let  me  find  Thee, — let  me  find  Thee, 

Thee  to  find  is  bleflednefs ! 

Hear  the  broken,  fcarcely  fpoken 

Utterance  of  my  heart  to  Thee  ; 
All  the  crying,  all  the  fighing 

Of  Thy  child  accepted  be. 
Let  me  find  Thee, — let  me  find  Thee, 

Thus  my  foul  longs  vehemently ! 

Worldly  pleafures,  earthly  treafures, 

Joys  and  honours  will  not  flay-, 
They  often  pain,  and,  oh !  how  vain, 

Looking  to  eternity ! 
Let  me  find  Thee, — let  me  find  Thee, 

Find  Thee,  O  my  God,  this  day ! 
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GRIEF  AND  CONSOLATION  BY  A  MOTHER'S 
DEATH-BED. 

1  Klage  und  Trojl* 

i  Sorrow  not,  even  as  others  which  have  no  hope.' 
i  Thess.  iv.  13. 

Mj  EVER  couldft  thou  bear  to  grieve  us, 
Deareft  mother,  why  to-day  ? 
'Wherefore  wilt  thou  thus  forfake  us, 
Why,  O  why,  refufe  to  flay?' 
'  Were  it  but  our  Father's  will, 
Gladly  had  I  tarried  ftill.' 

'  Mother,  fee  the  burfYing  anguifh 
Of  thy  dear  ones,  loved  fo  well  -, 
See  our  eyes  with  grief  o'erflowing, 
Grief  which  words  refuse  to  tell!' 
'  Children,  bid  me  not  remain, 
Let  me  fee  our  Carl  again !  ■ 
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1  Ah !  and  art  thou  really  going 

To  that  dark  and  diftant  fhore? 

All  our  cares,  our  joys,  our  forrows, 

All  forgotten,  fhared  no  more ! ' 

1  Children,  think  not,  fay  not  fo, 

To  the  land  of  love  I  go.' 

1  From  the  circle  of  affeftion, 

Mother,  mud  thou  next  depart  ? 
Ah  !  how  many  a  link  is  broken 
Once  uniting  heart  to  heart ! ' 
'  Clofer  draw  that  gentle  chain 
Round  the  lov'd  who  yet  remain., 

1  Canft  thou  then  fo  gladly  leave  us, 
Is  our  grief  unheeded  now  ? 
For  thine  eye  is  brightly  beaming, 
Calm  and  cloudlefs  is  thy  brow.' 
'  Yes!  for  faith,  and  hope,  and  love, 
Draw  me  to  my  Lord  above.' 


62 


Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther. 


1  Yet  even  there,  in  blifs  undying, 

When  thou  numbereft  thine  own, 
Mother,  (hall  not  we  be  wanting, 
We,  who  here  in  bondage  groan  ! ' 
'  Come,  beloved !  quickly  come, 
Join  me  in  our  heavenly  home ! ' 
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AH!  GRIEVE  NOT  SO. 

6  Nichtfo  traurig,  nicht  fo  fehrJ 
t  Godlinefs  with  contentment  is  great  gain.' — i  Tim.  vi.  6. 

(vMl^KS  ^ '  gr*eve  not  f°>  nor  f°  lament, 

^       My  foul !  nor  troubled  figh, 

Becaufe  fome  joys  to  others  font 

Thy  Father  may  deny ; 
Take  all  as  love  that  feems  severe, 
There  is  no  want  if  God  is  near. 

There  is  no  right  thou  canft  demand, 

No  title  thou  canft  claim, 
For  all  are  Grangers  in  the  land 

Who  bear  the  human  name ; 
Earth  and  its  treafures  are  the  Lord's, 
And  He  the  lot  of  each  accords. 
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How  thanklefs  art  thou,  child  of  man ! 

For  favours  that  abound ; 
Thy  God  has  given  thee  eyes  to  fcan 

The  glory  all  around ; 
Yet  feldom  for  this  pricelefs  fight, 
Haft  thou  been  heard  to  praife  aright. 

Number  thy  limbs,  thy  members  tell, 
And  afk  thy  thanklefs  foul, 

If  to  another  thou  wouldft  fell 
The  fmalleft  of  the  whole? 

There  is  not  one  from  which  thy  heart 
Would  willingly  fubmit  to  part. 

Now,  go  and  fearch  the  depths  of  mind, 
Explore  its  wondrous  power, 

New  proofs  of  benefits  to  find, 
That  meet  thee  every  hour ; 

More  than  the  fand  upon  the  fhore, 

And  ever  rifing  more  and  more. 
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He  knows,  who  lives  on  Zion's  hill, 

What  we  in  truth  require, 
Knows  too  how  many  bleffings  ftili 

This  flefh  and  blood  defire ; 
And  could  He  fafely  all  beftow, 
He  would  not  let  thee  forrowing  go. 

Thou  wert  not  born  that  earth  fhould  be 

A  portion  fondly  fought  5 
Look  up  to  heaven,  and  fmiling  fee 

Thy  fhining,  golden  lot ! 
Honours  and  joys,  which  thou  fhalt  fhare, 
Unending  and  unenvied  there ! 

Then  journey  on  to  life  and  blifs, 

God  will  proteft  to  heaven ; 
And  every  good  that  meets  thee  is 

A  bleffing  wifely  given. 
If  lofTes  come, — fo  let  it  be, 
The  God  of  heaven  remains  with  thee. 
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PILGRIM  SONG. 

i  Kommty  Kinder y  lafs  uns  gehen.y 

6  Here  have  we  no  continuing  city,  but  we  feek  one  to  come.' 
— Heb.  xiii.  14. 

OME,  brothers,  let  us  onward, 
J&M^s  Night  comes  without  delay, 

And  in  this  howling  defert 
It  is  not  good  to  ftay. 
Take  courage,  and  be  ftrong, 
We  are  hasting  on  to  heaven, 
Strength  for  warfare  will  be  given, 
And  glory  won  ere  long. 


The  Pilgrim's  path  of  trial 

We  do  not  fear  to  view ; 

We  know  His  voice  who  calls  us, 
We  know  Him  to  be  true. 
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Then,  let  who  will  contemn, 
But,  ftrong  in  His  almighty  grace, 
Come,  every  one,  with  ftedfaft  face, 

On  to  Jerufalem ! 


If  we  would  walk  as  pilgrims, 

We  mull:  not  riches  heap ; 
Much  treafure  to  have  gathered 

But  makes  the  way  more  fteep. 
We  march  with  laggard  fpeed, 
Till  every  weight  is  caft  afide, 
Till  with  the  little  fatisfied 
That  pilgrimage  can  need. 


Here,  all  unknown  we  wander, 
Defpifed  on  every  hand, 

Unnoticed,  fave  when  flighted 
As  {bangers  in  the  land. 
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Our  joys  they  will  not  fhare; 
Yet  fing, — that  they  may  catch  the  fong 
Of  heaven,  and  the  happy  throng 

That  now  await  us  there! 


Come,  gladly  let  us  onward, 
Hand  in  hand  ftill  go, 
Each  helping  one  another 

Through  all  the  way  below. 
One  family  of  love, — 
Oh,  let  no  voice  of  ftrife  be  heard, 
No  difcord,  by  the  angel-guard 
Who  watch  us  from  above. 


Oh,  brothers !  foon  is  ended 

The  journey  we've  begun, 

Endure  a  little  longer, 

The  race  will  foon  be  run. 
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And  in  the  land  of  reft, — 
In  yonder  bright,  eternal  home, 
Where  all  the  Father's  loved  ones  come, 

Wefhallbefafeandbleft! 


Then  boldly,  let  us  venture, 

This,  this  is  worth  the  coft ! 
Though  dangers  we  encounter, 
Though  everything  is  loft. 
Oh  world !  how  vain  thy  call ! 
We  follow  Him  who  went  before, 
We  follow  to  th'  eternal  fhore, 
Jefus,  our  All  in  All ! 
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MY  FATHER  IS  THE  MIGHTY  LORD. 

*  Mein  Vater  ijl  der  grojje  Herr  der  Welt.' 
1  All  things  are  yours.' — i  Cor.  iii.  »i. 

)Y  Father  is  the  mighty  Lord,  whofe  arm 
Spans  earth  and  fky,  and  Ihields  His  child 
from  harm, 
Whofe  ftill  fmall  voice  of  love  is  yet  the  fame 
As  once  from  Horeb's  fiery  mount  it  came ; 
Whofe  glorious  works  the  angel-choirs  declare ; 
He  hears  their  praife, — and  hearkens  to  my  prayer. 

My  King  is  God's  eternal,  holy  Son, 

And  He  anoints  me  as  a  chofen  one ; 

He  has  redeemed  me  with  His  precious  blood, 

And  for  unnumber'd  debts  has  furety  flood  •, 

He  fought  the  foe,  and  drew  me  by  His  hand, 

Out  from  his  camp,  into  His  Father's  land. 
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My  Brotherhood's  a  circle,  ftretching  wide 
Around  one  fount,  although  a  fea  divide ; 
With  fathers,  who  behold  the  Lord  in  light, 
With  faints  unborn,  who  fhall  adore  His  might, 
With  brothers,  who  the  race  of  faith  now  run, 
In  union  and  communion,  I  am  one  ! 

My  journey's  end  lies  upward  and  afar, 
It  glimmers  bright,  but  vaguely  as  a  ftar, 
And  oft  as  faith  has  caught  fome  glimpfe  ferene, 
So  often  clouds  and  mifts  obfcure  the  fcene; 
Yet,  in  this  longing  ends  each  vifion  dim, 
To  fee  my  Lord! — and  to  be  made  like  Him ! 

My  grave,  fo  long  a  dark  and  drear  abyfs, 
Is  now  fcarce  noticed  on  the  way  to  blifs  -, 
Once  at  the  gates  of  hell  it  yawning  lay, 
Now  ftands  as  portal  to  the  land  of  day ; 
It  takes  me  to  the  Father's  home  fo  bleft, 
It  brings  me  to  the  feaft,  a  welcome  gueft. 


72  Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther. 


THY  WILL  BE  DONE. 

i  Mein  Jefuy  <wie  du  <willt!y 

^  It  is  the  Lord,  let  Him  do  what  feemeth  Him  good.' 
— i  Sam.  iii.  1 8. 

Y  JESUS,  as  Thou  wilt! 

Oh,  may  Thy  will  be  mine ! 
Into  Thy  hand  of  love 

I  would  my  all  refign. 
Through  forrow,  or  through  joy, 

Conduct  me  as  Thine  own, 
And  help  me  frill  to  fay, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done! 

My  Jefus,  as  Thou  wilt! 

If  needy  here  and  poor, 
Give  me  Thy  people's  bread, 

Their  portion  rich  and  fure. 
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The  manna  of  Thy  word 

Let  my  foul  feed  upon ; 
And  if  all  elfe  fhould  fail — 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done! 

My  Jefus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

If  among  thorns  I  go, 
Still  fometimes  here  and  there 

Let  a  few  rofes  blow. 
But  Thou  on  earth  along 

The  thorny  path  haft  gone, 
Then  lead  me  after  Thee, — 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done! 

My  Jefus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

Though  feen  through  many  a  tear, 
Let  not  my  ftar  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  difappear. 
Since  Thou  on  earth  haft  wept 

And  forrowed  oft  alone, 
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If  I  muft  weep  with  Thee, 
My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jefus,  as  Thou  wilt! 

If  loved  ones  mull:  depart, 
Suffer  not  forrow's  flood 

To  overwhelm  my  heart : 
For  they  are  bleft  with  Thee, 

Their  race  and  conflift  won, 
Let  me  but  follow  them — 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done ! 

My  Jefus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

When  death  itfelf  draws  nigh, 
To  Thy  dear  wounded  fide 

I  would  for  refuge  fly. 
Leaning  on  Thee,  to  go 

Where  Thou  before  haft  gone ; 
The  reft  as  Thou  (halt  pleafe— 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done !. 
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My  Jefus,  as  Thou  wilt! 

All  fliall  be  well  for  me, 
Each  changing  future  fcene, 

I  gladly  truft  with  Thee. 
Straight  to  my  home  above 

I  travel  calmly  on, 
And  fing,  in  life  or  death, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done! 
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THE  GOOD  SHEPHERD. 

cJafuhr<wahrl  uns  filhrt  mitfanfien  Hand 
Ein  Hirt  durcb  Pilger-land.' 

I  will  feed  my  flock,  and  I  will  caufe  them  to  lie  down,  faith 
the  Lord  God.' — Ezek.  xxxiv.  15. 


^  ES  !  our  Shepherd  leads  with  gentle  hand 
Through  the  dark  pilgrim-land, 
His  flock,  fo  dearly  bought, 
So  long  and  fondly  fought, — 
Hallelujah! 


When  in  clouds  and  mift  the  weak  ones  ftray 
He  fhows  again  the  way, 
And  points  to  them  afar 
A  bright  and  guiding  ftar. 

Hallelujah! 
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Tenderly  He  watches  from  on  high 
With  an  unwearied  eye-, 
He  comforts  and  fuftains, 
In  all  their  fears  and  pains. 

Hallelujah! 

Through  the  parch'd,  dreary  defert  He  will  guide, 
To  the  green  fountain-fide, 
Through  the  dark,  ftormy  night, 
To  a  calm  land  of  light. 

Hallelujah! 

Yes!  His  ■  little  flock'  are  ne'er  forgot, 
His  mercy  changes  not; 
Our  home  is  fafe  above, 
Within  His  arms  of  love. 

Hallelujah ! 
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REJOICE. 

i  Ermuntert  euchy  ihr  Frornmen? 

i  Behold  the  Bridegroom  cometh;  go  ye  out  to  meet  Him.' 
— Matt.  xxv.  6. 

EJOICE,  all  ye  believers, 

And  let  your  lights  appear; 
The  evening  is  advancing, 

And  darker  night  is  near. 
The  Bridegroom  is  arifing, 

And  foon  He  draweth  nigh, — 
Up !  pray,  and  watch,  and  wreftle, 

At  midnight  comes  the  cry ! 

See  that  your  lamps  are  burning, 

Replenifh  them  with  oil, 
And  wait  for  your  falvation, 

The  end  of  earthly  toil. 
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The  watchers  on  the  mountain 

Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near, 
Go,  meet  Him  as  He  cometh, 

With  Hallelujahs  clear! 

Ye  wife  and  holy  virgins, 

Now  raife  your  voices  higher, 
Till  in  fongs  of  jubilee 

They  meet  the  angel-choir. 
The  marriage-feaft  is  waiting, 

The  gates  wide  open  ftand ; 
Up !  up !  ye  heirs  of  glory, 

The  Bridegroom  is  at  hand ! 

Ye  faints,  who  here  in  patience 

Your  crofs  and  fufPrings  bore, 
Shall  live  and  reign  for  ever, 

When  forrow  is  no  more. 
Around  the  throne  of  glory, 

The  Lamb  ye  fhall  behold, 
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In  triumph  caft  before  Him 
Your  diadems  of  gold ! 

Palms  of  viftory  are  there, 

There,  radiant  garments  are, 
There  Hands  the  peaceful  harveft 

Beyond  the  reach  of  war. 
There,  after  ftormy  winter, 

The  flowers  of  earth  arife, 
And  from  the  grave's  long  (lumber 

Again  fhall  meet  our  eyes ! 

Our  Hope  and  Expe&ation, 

O  Jefus !  now  appear ; 
Arife,  thou  Sun,  fo  longed  for, 

O'er  this  benighted  fphere ! 
With  hearts  and  hands  uplifted, 

We  plead,  O  Lord,  to  fee 
The  day  of  earth's  redemption, 

That  brings  us  unto  Thee ! 


THE  ANGEL  AND  THE  INFANT. 

'  It  is  not  the  will  of  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven,  that  one  of 
thefe  little  ones  fhould  perifh.' — Matt,  xviii.  14. 

M lli&*MILING>  a  bright-eyed  feraph  bent 
Over  an  infant's  dream, 
To  view  his  mirrored  form  he  leant 
As  in  the  cryftal  ftream. 

'  Fair  infant,  come/  he  whifpered  low, 
1  And  leave  the  earth  with  me  -, 
To  a  bright  and  happy  land  we'll  go, 
This  is  no  home  for  thee. 

'  Each  fparkling  pleafure  knows  alloy, 

No  cloudlefs  fkies  are  here, 

A  care  there  is  for  every  joy, 

For  every  fmile  a  tear. 
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6  The  heart  that  dances  free  and  light, 
May  foon  be  chained  by  forrow ; 
The  fun  that  fets  in  calm  to-night, 
May  rife  in  ftorm  to-morrow. 

'  Alas  !  to  cloud  a  brow  fo  fair, 

That  griefs  and  pains  fhould  rife; 
Alas !  that  this  dark  world  of  care 
Should  dim  thefe  laughing  eyes  ! 

1  To  feek  a  brighter  land  with  me, 
Infant,  thou  wilt  not  fear ; 
For  piteous  Heaven  the  fad  decree 
Recalls,  that  fent  thee  here.' 

It  feemed  on  him  the  fweet  babe  fmiled, 
His  wings  the  feraph  fpread ; 

They're  gone — the  angel  and  the  child, 
Poor  mother  !  thy  fon  is  dead ! 
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THE  SERVICE  OF  THE  LORD. 

i  Der  Dienst  der  HerrnS 

c  If  any  man  ferve  Me,  let  him  follow  Me ;  and  where  I  am, 
there  fhall  alfo  My  fervant  be.' — John  xii.  26. 


jS|OW  bleffed,  from  the  bonds  of  fin 

And  earthly  fetters  free, 
In  finglenefs  of  heart  and  aim, 

Thy  fervant,  Lord,  to  be  ! 
The  harden:  toil  to  undertake 

With  joy  at  Thy  command, 
The  meaneft  office  to  receive 

With  meeknefs  at  Thy  hand  ! 
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"With  willing  heart  and  longing  eyes, 

To  watch  before  Thy  gate, 
Ready  to  run  the  weary  race, 

To  bear  the  heavy  weight ; 
No  voice  of  thunder  to  expert, 

But  follow  calm  and  ftill ; 
For  love  can  eafily  divine 

The  One  Beloved's  will. 

Thus  may  I  ferve  Thee,  gracious  Lord ! 

Thus  ever  Thine  alone, 
My  foul  and  body  given  to  Thee, 

The  purchafe  Thou  haft  won. 
Through  evil  or  through  good  report 

Still  keeping  by  Thy  fide, 
By  life  or  death,  in  this  poor  flelh 

Let  Chrift  be  magnified  ! 

How  happily  the  working  days 
In  this  dear  fervice  fly, 
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How  rapidly  the  clofing  hour, 
The  time  of  reft,  draws  nigh  ! 

When  all  the  faithful  gather  home, 
A  joyful  company, 

And  ever  where  the  Mafter  is, 
Shall  His  bleft  fervants  be. 
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THE  DESIRED  HAVEN. 

1  Lord,  now  letteft  Thou  Thy  fervant  depart  in  peace,  according 
to  Thy  Word.' — Luke  ii.  29. 

M.ORD,  the  waves  are  breaking  o'er  me  and 
around, 
Oft  of  coming  tempefts  I  hear  the  moan- 
ing found; 
Here  there  is  no  fafety,  rocks  on  either  hand, 
'Tis  a  foreign  roadftead,  a  ftrange  and  hoftile  land, 
Wherefore  fhould  I  linger  ?  others  gone  before 
Long  fince  fafe  are  landed  on  a  calm  and  friendly  fhore : 
Now  the  failing  orders  in  mercy,  Lord,  bellow, — 

Slip  the  cable,  let  me  go  J 

i  Lord,  the  night  is  doling  round  my  feeble  bark, 
How  mail  I  encounter  its  watches  long  and  dark  ? 
Sorely  worn  and  mattered  by  many  a  billow  paft, 
Can  I  ftand  another  rude  and  ftormy  blaft  ? 
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Ah  !  the  promifed  haven  I  never  may  attain, 
Sinking  and  forgotten  amid  the  lonely  main ; 
Enemies  around  me,  gloomy  depths  below, — 

Slip  the  cable,  let  me  go ! 

6  Lord,  I  would  be  near  Thee,  with  Thee  where  Thou 

art, 
Thine  own  word  hath  faid  it,  'tis  "  better  to  depart," 
There  to  ferve  Thee  better,  there  to  love  Thee  more, 
With  Thy  ranfomed  people  to  worfliip  and  adore  ; 
Ever  to  Thy  prefence  Thou  doft  call  Thine  own, 
Why  am  I  remaining,  helplefs  and  alone  ? 
Oh!    to   fee   Thy   glory,  Thy   wondrous   love   to 

know, — 

Slip  the  cable,  let  me  go ! 

1  Lord,  the  lights  are  gleaming  from  the  diflant  fhore, 
Where  no  billows  threaten,  where  no  tempefts  roar. 
Long  beloved  voices  calling  me  I  hear, 
Oh,  how  fweet  their  fummons  falls  upon  my  ear  ! 


Here  are  foes  and  ftrangers,  faithlefs  hearts  and  cold, 
There  is  fond  affection,  fondly  proved  of  old  ! 
Let  me  hafle  to  join  them,  may  it  not  be  fo  ? 

Slip  the  cable,  let  me  go ! ' 

Hark,  the  folemn  anfwer  ! — hark,  the  promife  fure  ! 
:  BlefTed  are  the  fervants  who  to  the  end  endure  ! 
Yet  a  little  longer  hope  and  tarry  on, 
Yet  a  little  longer,  weak  and  weary  one ! 
More  to  perfect  patience,  to  grow  in  faith  and  love, 
More  my  ftrength  and  wifdom,  and  faithfulnefs  to  prove ; 
Then  the  failing  orders  the  Captain^//  beftow, — 

Slip  the  cable,  let  thee  go !' 
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THE  LONG  GOODNIGHT. 

1  Ichfabr  da  bin  mit  Freuden.' 

'  Having  a  defire  to  depart,  and  to  be  with  Chrift  ,  which  is  far 
better.' — Phil.  i.  23. 

,    JOURNEY  forth  rejoicing, 

From  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 
To  heavenly  joy  and  freedom, 

From  earthly  bonds  and  fears  : 
Where  Chrift  our  Lord  ihall  gather 

All  His  redeemed  again, 
His  kingdom  to  inherit, — 

Goodnight,  till  then  ! 


Go  to  thy  quiet  refting 
Poor  tenement  of  clay  ! 
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From  all  thy  pain  and  weaknefs 

I  gladly  hafte  away  ; 
But  ftill  in  faith  confiding 

To  find  thee  yet  again, 
All  glorious  and  immortal, 

Goodnight,  till  then  ! 

Why  thus  fo  fadly  weeping, 
Belov'd  ones  of  my  heart  ? 

The  Lord  is  good  and  gracious, 
Though  now  He  bids  us  part. 

Oft  have  we  met  in  gladnefs, 
And  we  fhall  meet  again, 

All  forrow  left  behind  us, — 

Goodnight,  till  then ! 

I  go  to  fee  His  glory, 

Whom  we  have  loved  below  ; 

I  go,  the  blefled  angels, 
The  holy  faints  to  know. 
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Our  lovely  ones  departed, 

I  go  to  find  again, 

And  wait  for  you  to  join  us,- 

Goodnight, 

till  then ! 

I  hear  the  Saviour  calling, 

The  joyful  hour  has  come 

> 

The  angel-guards  are  ready 

To  guide  me  to  our  home 

\ 

Where  Chrift  our  Lord  fhall 

gather 

All  His  redeemed  again, 

His  kingdom  to  inherit, — 

Goodnight, 

till  then  ! 

—■>——--- 
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ALL  THINGS  ARE  YOURS. 

1 Alles  ijl  ener! — 0  Worte  des  e^wigen  Lebens.' 

'  For  all  things  are  yours;  whether  Paul,  or  Apollos,  or  Cephas, 
or  the  world,  or  life,  or  death,  or  things  prefent,  or  things 
to  come;  all  are  yours/ — i  Cor.  iii.  21,  22. 

B*jJ\  LL  things  are  yours !    O  fweet  meflage  of 
^Slw^  mercy  divine ! 

$gW[~    Chriftian  brothers,  rejoice  in  your  portion  and 

"    •""'  Ours  the  high  prize, 

Which  poor  finners  defpife, 
And  for  a  vain  world  refign. 

Raife  your  affections  and  heart  to  your  home  in  the  fky, 
Then  let  the  earth  and  its  vanities  wither  and  die ; 

Your  joys  fhall  laft, 

When  theirs  are  long  paft. 
Your  treafure  is  laid  up  on  high. 
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All   things   are   yours,  my  beloved !    our  Lord   from 

above 
Watches  His  people  with  tender  companion  and  love. 
Hear  His  dear  voice, — 
1  My  brethren,  rejoice  ! 
Nothing  your  fafety  fhall  move ! ' 

All  of  things  prefent  that  earth  and  her  fulnefs  can 

yield, 
All  of  things  future  from  knowledge  and  fancy  con- 
cealed, 

Life's  varied  tale, 
Death's  dark,  dreaded  vale, 
All  as  your  portion  revealed ! 

Heaven  and  earth,  and  the  fea,  and  the  fyftems  of  light, 
Spirits  unnumbered,  angelic  hofts  holy  and  bright, 
All  are  for  thee, 
Brother !  be  joyful  with  me, 
Let  us  in  praifes  unite ! 
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Does  thy  heart  fink  in  the  conflict  with  fear  and  defpair  ? 
Are  tears  overflowing  from  fountains  of  forrow  and  care  ? 

On  yonder  fhore, 

See,  they  are  weeping  no  more. 
Old  things  have  pafled  away  there ! 

Praife  to  the  Saviour,  whofe  death  our  falvation  fecures  ! 
Praife  to  the  Father,  whofe  mercy  for  ever  endures ! 

New  fongs  of  praife 

Evermore  let  us  raife, 
Amen  !  yes,  all  things  are  yours ! 
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THE  WIDOW  OF  NAIN. 

6  Ofujes  Wort: 

1  And  when  the  Lord  faw  her,  He  had  companion  on  her,  and 
faid  unto  her,  Weep  not.' — Luke  vii.  13. 

H,  fweeteft  words  that  Jefus    could    have 

fought, 
To   foothe   the   mourning   widow's    heart, 
6  Weep  not ! ' 
They  fall  with  comfort  on  my  ear, 
When  life  is  dark  and  trouble  near. 

They  were  not  whifpered  accents,  but  aloud 
The  Saviour  fpake  them  to  the  filent  crowd, 

That  each  might  hear  His  heavenly  voice, 

And  in  the  widow's  joy  rejoice ! 
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Words,  that  were  fpoken  amid  forrow's  ftrife, 
And  in  the  very  midft  of  death  and  life ; 
They  fhall  refrefh  my  foul  at  laft, 
And  ftrengthen  me  till  life  is  paft. 

If  poverty  obfcures  my  earthly  lot, 
Then  fhall  I  hear  my  Saviour  fay,  '  Weep 
not!' 
To  God  the  Father  raife  thine  eye, 
For  ftill  He  hears  the  raven's  cry. 

And  oh,  fhould  perfection's  ruthlefs  hand 
Grant  me  no  quiet  poffefTion  in  the  land, 
The  voice  of  Jefus  calms  each  thought, 
Heaven  is  Thy  dwelling-place,  "  Weep  not ! ' 

Though  death  the  deareft  to  my  heart  has  flain, 
Jefus  fhall  yet  reftore  my  dead  again ; 
1  Weep  not,'  He  fays,  ■  poor  weary  one, 
But  think  what  I  at  Nain  have  done ! ' 
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When  I  myfelf  am  drawing  near  to  death, 
This  Jefus  fhall  be  there,  and  thus  He  faith, 
'  The  race  is  run,  the  battle  fought, 
I  am  thy  light,  thy  life,  "Weep  not!"' 

Oh,  fweeteft  words  that  Jefus  could  have  fought, 
To  cheer  His  weary  troubled  ones,  '  Weep  not ! ' 

Thrice  blefTed  words  !  I  liflening  ftay, 

Till  grief  and  forrow  flee  away  ! 
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CONFLICT. 

'  Sctione  Sonne,  kommft  du  endlich  <wieder?' 

'  Why  art  thou  caft  down,  O  my  foul  ?  and  why  art  thou  dif- 
quieted  within  me  ?  hope  thou  in  God ;  for  I  fhall  yet 
praife  Him,  who  is  the  health  of  my  countenance,  and  my 
God.' — Psalm  xliii.  5. 

,0UN  of  comfort,  art  thou  fled  for  ever  ? 
Light  of  joy,  wilt  thou  return  at  laft  ! 
Shall  I  fing  again  the  fong  of  morning, 

"When  the  watches  of  the  night  are  paft  ? 
Ah,  delay  not,  long  expected  dawning ! 

Scatter  the  thick  clouds  and  mift  away, 
Which  fo  dark  on  feeling  and  devotion, 
Over  heart  and  memory  reft  to-day! 


Weeping  I  have  flood  alone  in  darknefs, 

Gloomy  cliffs  above,  and  depths  below ; 
On  the  narrow  pathway  all  forfaken, 

Left  to  wreftle  with  the  accufing  Foe. 
Doubt  and  unbelief,  and  dark  forebodings, 

Fearful  fpe£tres  gathering  around  ; 
Ah  !  my  dizzy  brain  and  foot  were  failing, 

Tottering  over  the  abyfs  profound  ! 

Yet  One  held  me  back  !  An  arm  almighty, 

Strong  to  fave,  as  Satan  to  deftroy  ! 
From  the  giddy  precipice  He  caught  me, 

Drew  me  from  defpair  to  life  and  joy. 
Jefus  was  my  Helper  !     Saving  mercy 

Is  His  work,  His  glory,  His  delight ; 
Many  a  chain  of  darknefs  He  has  broken, 

Changed  to  funfhine  many  a  difmal  night. 

I  will  truft  again  His  love,  His  power  ; 
Though  I  cannot y^/  His  hand  to-day, 
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To  His  help  anew  I  will  betake  me, 

Though  His  countenance  feems  turned  away  ! 

Though  without  one  fmile,  one  gracious  token, 
Through  the  flames  and  floods  my  path  muft  go, 

When  the  fires  fubfide,  the  waves  pafs  over, 
My  Deliverer  I  again  fhall  know. 

Yes,  the  light  of  comfort  fhall  return, 

Joy's  fweet  fun  fhall  fhine  again  at  laft  ; 
I  fhall  fing  the  gladfome  fong  of  morning, 

When  the  watches  of  the  night  are  paft  ; 
It  fhall  reappear,  the  welcome  dawning, 

Scattering  the  clouds  and  mift  away, 
Which  fo  dark  on  feeling  and  devotion, 

Over  heart  and  memory  reft  to-day ! 

I  fhall  find  again  the  hopes  long  vanifhed, 

Like  the  fwallows  when  the  ftorms  are  gone ; 

Fountains  fhall  be  opened  in  the  defert, 

Streams  by  the  wayfide,  while  journeying  on. 
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Flowers  of  love  and  promife  ftiall  be  fpringing 
Where  the  cruel  thorn  and  wormwood  fprung, 

And  the  homeward  path  lie  bright  in  funfliine, 
Where  my  fad  harp  on  the  willows  hung  ! 
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LOVE  TO  CHRIST. 


'  Ich  <zuill  Dicb  Ueben.' 
'  Whom  having  not  feen  ye  love/ — i  Pet.  i.  8. 

WILL  love  Thee, — all  my  treafure ! 
I  will  love  Thee, — all  my  ftrength  ! 
<3>A*  I  will  love  Thee, — without  meafure, 

And  will  love  Thee  right  at  length. 
Oh,  I  will  love  Thee,  Light  Divine, 
Till  I  die  and  find  Thee  mine ! 


Alas !  that  I  fo  lately  knew  Thee ! 

Thee,  fo  worthy  of  the  beft ; 
Nor  had  fooner  turned  to  view  Thee, 

Trueft  Good,  and  only  Reft ! 
The  more  I  love,  I  mourn  the  more 
That  I  did  not  love  before ! 
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Far  I  ran,  and  wander'd  blindly, 

Seeking  fome  created  light ; 
Then  I  fought,  but  could  not  find  Thee, 

I  had  wander'd  from  Thee  quite ; 
Until  at  laft  Thou  art  made  known 
Through  Thy  feeking,  not  my  own  ! 

I  will  praife  Thee,  Sun  of  Glory ! 

For  Thy  beams  have  gladnefs  brought. 
I  will  praife  Thee, — will  adore  Thee, 

For  the  light  I  vainly  fought ; 
Will  praife  Thee  that  Thy  words  fo  bleft 
Spake  my  fin-fick  foul  to  reft ! 

In  Thy  footfteps  now  uphold  me, 

That  I  ftumble  not  nor  ftray. 
When  the  narrow  way  is  told  me, 

Never  let  me  ling'ring  ftay. 
But  come,  my  weary  foul  to  cheer, 
Shine,  eternal  Sunbeam,  here ! 
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Be  my  heart  more  warmly  glowing, 
Sweet  and  calm  the  tears  I  fhed ; 

And  its  love,  its  ardour  fhowing, 
Let  my  fpirit  onward  tread. 

Still,  near  to  Thee,  and  nearer  (till, 

Draw  this  heart,  this  mind,  this  will. 

I  will  love,  in  joy  and  for  row ! 

Crowning  joy !  will  love  Thee  well ! 
I  will  love  to-day,  to-morrow, 

While  I  in  this  body  dwell ! 
Oh  !  I  will  love  Thee,  Light  Divine, 
Till  I  die  and  find  Thee  mine ! 
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PARTING. 

i  Was  macht  ibry  dafs  ihr  iveinet.' 

1  What  mean  ye  to  weep,  and  to  break  mine  heart  ? ' 
— Acts  xxi.  13. 

^^^M^gHAT  mean  ye  by  this  wailing, 
To  break  my  bleeding  heart  ? 
As  if  the  love  that  binds  us 

Could  alter  or  depart ! 
Our  fweet  and  holy  union 

Knows  neither  time  nor  place ; 
The  love  that  God  has  planted 
Is  lafting  as  His  grace. 

Ye  clafp  thefe  hands  at  parting, 
As  if  no  hope  could  be, — 

14 


106  Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther. 

While  ftill  we  fland  for  ever 

In  blefled  unity ! 
Ye  gaze,  as  on  a  vifion 

Ye  never  could  recall, 
While  ftill  each  thought  is  with  you, 

And  Jefus  with  us  all ! 

Ye  fay,  '  We  here,  thou  yonder, 

Thou  goeft,  and  we  ftay ! ' 
And  yet  Chrift's  myftic  body 

Is  one  eternally. 
Ye  fpeak  of  different  journeys, 

A  long  and  fad  adieu ! 
While  ftill  one  way  I  travel, 

And  have  one  end  with  you ! 

Why  ihould  ye  now  be  weeping 
Thefe  agonizing  tears  ? 

Behold  our  gracious  Leader, 
And  caft  away  your  fears 
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We  tread  one  path  to  glory, 

Are  guided  by  one  hand, 
And  led  in  faith  and  patience 

Unto  one  Fatherland ! 

Then  let  this  hour  of  parting 

No  bitter  grief  record, 
But  be  an  hour  of  union 

More  blefled  with  our  Lord ! 
With  Him  to  guide  and  fave  us, 

No  changes  that  await, 
No  earthly  reparations 

Can  leave  us  defolate ! 


-^&*&&&i4^r&^-> 
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THE  ANGEL  OF  PATIENCE. 

*  Es  %ieht  einjliller  Engel  durch  diefes  Erdenland, 

i  Ye  have  need  of  patience/ — Heb.  x.  3  6. 

i 

GENTLE  ANGEL  walketh  throughout  a 

world  of  woe, 
With  meflages  of  mercy  to  mourning  hearts 
below ; 
{%-  W  His  peaceful  fmile  invites  them  to  love  and  to 
confide, 
O  follow  in  His  footfteps,  keep  clofely  by  His  fide  ! 

So  gently  will  He  lead  thee  through  all  the  cloudy  day, 
And  whifper  of  glad  tidings  to  cheer  the  pilgrim  way, 
His  courage  never  failing,  when  thine  is  almoir.  gone, 
He  takes  thy  heavy  burden,  and  helps  to  bear  it  on. 
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To  foft  and  tearful  fadnefs  He  changes  dumb  defpair, 
And  foothes  to  deep  fubmiffion  the  ftorm  of  grief  and  care ; 
Where  midnight  fhades  are  brooding  He  pours  the  light 

of  noon, 
And  every  grievous  wound  He  heals,  moll  furely,  if  not 

foon. 

He  will  not  blame  thy  forrows,  while  He  brings  the 

healing  balm, 
He  does  not  chide  thy  longings,  while  He  foothes  them 

into  calm  ; 
And  when  thy  heart  is  murmuring,  and  wildly  afldng,  why  ? 
He  fmiling  beckons  forward,  points  upward  to  the  fky. 

He  will  not  always  anfwer  thy  queftions  and  thy  fear, 
His  watchword  is,  i  Be  patient,  the  journey's  end  is  near  !' 
And  ever  through  the  toilfome  way,  He  tells  of  joys  to 

come, 
And  points  the  pilgrim  to  his  reft,  the  wanderer  to  his 

home. 
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LOOKING  HOME. 

*  Achy  uns  zvird  das  Herzfo  leer.' 
Having  a  delire  to  depart/ — Phil.  i.  23. 

H !  this  heart  is  void  and  chill 
'Mid  earth's  noify  thronging, 

For  the  Father's  manfions  frill 
Vehemently  is  longing ! 

In  the  garments,  once  fo  ftrong, 
Now  are  rents  diftreffing, 

And  the  fandals,  borne  fo  long, 
Heavily  are  prefling. 
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Oh !  to  be  at  home,  and  gain 

All  for  which  we're  fighing, 
From  all  earthly  want  and  pain 

To  be  fwiftly  flying. 

With  this  load  of  fin  and  care, 

Then,  no  longer  bending ; 
But  with  waiting  angels  there, 

On  our  Lord  attending ! 

Ah !  how  blefTed,  bleffed  they 

Who  have  rightly  ftriven, 
And  rejoice  eternally 

With  their  Lord  in  heaven ! 


o^Cg&C^ 
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MORNING  HYMN. 

6  Morgen  glanz  der  Ewigkeit. 

1  My  voice  malt  Thou  hear  in  the  morning,  O  Lord.' 
— Psalm  v.  3. 

^gjf^ ESUS,  Sun  of  Righteoufnefs, 

Brighteft  beam  of  Love  Divine, 

With  the  early  morning  rays 

Do  Thou  on  our  darknefs  fhine, 

And  difpel  with  pureft  light, 

All  our  night ! 

As  on  drooping  herb  and  flower, 
Falls  the  foft  refreshing  dew, 

Let  Thy  Spirit's  grace  and  power 
All  our  weary  fouls  renew, 

Showers  of  blefling  over  all 

Softly  fall ! 
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Like  the  fun's  reviving  ray, 

May  Thy  love,  with  tender  glow, 

All  our  coldnefs  melt  away, 

Warm  and  cheer  us  forth  to  go, 

Gladly  ferve  Thee  and  obey 

All  the  day ! 

O  our  only  Hope  and  Guide, 

Never  leave  us,  nor  forfake ; 
Keep  us  ever  at  Thy  fide, 

Till  the  eternal  morning  break, 
Moving  on  to  Zion  hill 
Homeward  ftill ! 

Lead  us  all  our  days  and  years 
In  Thy  ftraight  and  narrow  way ; 

Lead  us  through  the  vale  of  tears 
To  the  land  of  perfeft  day, 

Where  Thy  people,  fully  bleft, 

Safely  reft ! 
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RECALL. 

'Kehre  vuieder,  kehre  <wieder»* 

1  Return,  ye  backfliding  children,  and  I  will  heal  your 
backflidings.' — Jer.  iii.  22. 


ETURN,  return ! 
Poor  long  loft  wanderer,  home ! 

With  all  thy  bitter  tears, 
Thy  heavy  burdens,  come ! 
As  thou  art,  all  fin  and  pain, 
Fear  not  to  implore  in  vain ; 
See,  the  Father  comes  to  meet  thee, 

Points  to  mercy's  open  door, 
Words  of  life  and  promife  greet  thee,- 

Ah,  return,  delay  no  more ! 
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Return,  return ! 
From  ftrife  and  tumult  vain, 

To  quiet  folitude, 
To  filent  thought  again. 
There  the  ftorms  (hall  fink  to 

reft, 
Which  now  defolate  thy  bread:. 
There  the  Spirit,  long  neglefted, 

Waits  with  blifs  before  unknown  -t 
And  the  Saviour,  long  rejected, 
Claims  and  feals  thee  for  His 
own. 

Return,  return! 
From  all  thy  crooked  ways ; 

Jefus  will  fave  the  loft, 
The  fallen  He  can  raife. 
Look  to  Him,  who  beckons 

thee 
From  the  crofs  fo  lovingly. 
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See  His  gracious  arms  extended, 
Fear  not  to  feek  fhelter  there, 

Where  no  grief  is  unbefriended, 
Where  no  finner  need  defpair. 

Return,  return! 
To  thy  long-fuffering  Lord  •, 

Fear  not  to  feek  His  grace, 
To  truft  His  faithful  word  •, 
Yield  to  Him  thy  weary  heart, 
He  can  heal  its  keeneft  fmart, 
He  can  foothe  the  deepeft  forrow, 

Wafti  the  blackeft  guilt  away ; 
Then  delay  not  till  to-morrow, 

Seek  His  offered  gifts  to-day. 

Return,  return ! 
From  all  thy  wanderings,  home! 

From  vanity  and  toil, 
To  reft  and  fubftance,  come ! 
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Come  to  Truth  from  Error's  night, 
Come  from  darknefs  unto  light, 
Come  from  death  to  life  undying, 

From  a  fallen  earth  to  Heaven, — 
Now  the  accepted  time  is  flying, 

Hafte  to  take  what  God  has  given ! 


,(^"l  (flfi 
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GOING  HOME. 

'Unfer  Lieben  find  gefchieden! 

i  But  I  would  not  have  you  to  be  ignorant,  brethren,  concerning 
them  which  are  afleep,  that  ye  forrow  not,  even  as  others 
which  have  no  hope/ — i  Thess.  iv.  13. 

UR  beloved  have  departed, 
While  we  tarry  broken-hearted, 

In  the  dreary,  empty  houfe ; 
They  have  ended  life's  brief  ftory, 
They  have  reached  the  home  of  glory, 

Over  death  victorious ! 


Hufh  that  fobbing,  weep  more  lightly  -, 
On  we  travel,  daily,  nightly, 

To  the  reft  that  they  have  found, — 
Are  we  not  upon  the  river, 
Sailing  faft  to  meet  for  ever 

On  more  holy,  happy  ground? 
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Whilft  with  bitter  tears  we're  mourning, 
Thought  to  buried  loves  returning, 

Time  is  hailing  us  along, 
Downward  to  the  grave's  dark  dwelling, 
Upward  to  the  fountain  welling 

With  eternal  life  and  fong! 

See  ye  not  the  breezes  hieing  ? 
Clouds  along  in  hurry  flying  ? 

But  we  hafle  more  fwiftly  on, — 
Ever  changing  our  pofition, 
Ever  tofTed  in  ftrange  tranfition, — - 

Here,  to-day,  to-morrow  gone ! 

Every  hour  that  pafles  o'er  us 
Speaks  of  comfort  yet  before  us, 

Of  our  journey's  rapid  rate, 
And  like  pafling  vefper-bells, 
The  clock  of  time  its  chiming  tells, 

At  eternity's  broad  gate. 
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On  we  hafte,  to  home  invited, 
There  with  friends  to  be  united 

In  a  furer  bond  than  here  •, 
Meeting  foon,  and  met  for  ever ! 
Glorious  Hope!  for  fake  us  never, 

For  Thy  glimmering  light  is  dear. 


] 


Ah,  the  way  is  fhining  clearer, 
As  we  journey  ever  nearer 

To  the  everlafting  home. 
Friends,  who  there  await  our  landing, 
Comrades,  round  the  throne  now  ftanding, 

We  falute  you,  and  we  come ! 


^-  C>^T6?L^N^-a 
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THE  JOURNEY  TO  JERUSALEM. 

'Jefuy  <waj  hat  dlch  getrieben." 

t And  they  were  in  the  way  going  up  to  Jerufalern;  and  Jefus 
went  before  them :  and  they  were  amazed ;  and  as  they 
fol lowed,  they  were  afraid.' — Mark  x.  32. 

ESUS !  what  was  that  which  drew  Thee 

To  Jerufalem's  ancient  gate  ? 
Ah !  the  love  that  burned  fo  truly 

Would  not  luffer  Thee  to  wait ! 
On  Thou  journey 'dit,  thus  fecuring 
Me  a  city  more  enduring! 

To  my  fpirit,  now,  draw  nearer, 

Lord !  as  to  Jerufalern ! 
Let  each  moment  prove  Thee  dearer, 

Make  this  heart  a  Bethlehem ! 
Thus  my  Saviour's  love  poiTeffing, 
Surely  I  have  Salem's  bleffing ! 

16 
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To  the  world  Thou  haft  fent  me, 

Like  the  Twelve  that  faw  Thy  face ; 

Lead  me  through  the  journey  gently, 
Keep  me  near  Thee  by  Thy  grace. 

My  allotted  work  fulfilling, 

Ever  ready,  ever  willing. 

Let  me  gladly  fee  my  calling, 

When  and  where  Thou  fendeft  me, 

Never  into  darknefs  falling, 
Gazing  on  futurity ; 

But  obey  when  Thou  haft  bidden, 

Though  Thy  counfel  {hould  be  hidden. 


Let  me  follow  Thee,  my  Saviour, 
Not  with  words  or  empty  fhow , 

But  my  heart,  my  life,  behaviour, 
Prove  Thy  prefence  here  below. 

Meekly  with  the  froward  bearing, 

And  each  brother's  burden  fharing ! 
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Oh,  my  Lord !  if  Thou  fhouldft  ever 

Call  me  defolate  to  roam, 
For  Thy  truth  and  confcience  fever 

Every  tie  of  houfe  and  home, 
Then  draw  nearer,  if  Thou  fmite  me, 
Let  not  crofTes  difunite  me. 

So  fhall  I,  hofannahs  finging, 

All  the  defert-way  rejoice  •, 
Late  and  early,  praifes  bringing, 

But  with  feeble,  earthly  voice. 
Though  thefe  broken  notes  diftrefs  me, 
Jefus  !  Thou  wilt  hear  and  blefs  me  ! 
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THE    MERCHANT. 

1  Einen  Kaufmann  sieht  man  ohne  Gleicben.1 

1  Again,  the  kingdom  of  heaven  is  like  unto  a  merchant-man 
feeking  goodly  pearls :  who,  when  he  had  found  one  pearl 
of  great  price,  went  and  fold  all  that  he  had,  and  bought 
it.' — Matt.  xiii.  45,  46. 

NCE  a  merchant  travelled  far  and  wide, 
Over  mountain-chains  and  ocean's  tide, 
Slighted  and  defpifed  on  every  hand, 
Wearily  he  paiTed  from  land  to  land. 


Not  with  treafure  treafures  to  acquire, 
Seemed  the  wanderer's  purpofe  or  defire ; 
Gold  and  filver  he  regarded  not, — 
Pearls  alone  with  eagernefs  he  fought. 
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Many  were  produced  to  meet  his  call ; — 
Striftly  he  examined,  weighed  them  all ; 
Nothing  could  deceive,  or  pleafe  his  eye, 
Calmly  he  furveyed,  and  paffed  them  by. 

Sadly  he  purfued  his  fearch  around, — 
Ah !  the  One  midft  many  was  not  found  ! 
Stars  indeed  he  faw,  but  not  the  Sun 
All  his  longings  fought  and  dwelt  upon. 

Weary  now  with  all  his  wanderings  vain, 
To  his  native  home  he  turns  again ; 
There  he  finds  a  Fifher  on  the  ftrand, 
Stooping  down  to  draw  a  net  to  land. 

What  new  treafures  of  the  deep  are  thefe  ? 
Who  this  unknown  Stranger  of  the  feas  ? 
Changed  his  afpefr  now,  his  bearing  high, 
While  he  fpeaks  with  gentle  dignity. 
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'  Peace  be  with  thee !  Now  thou  mayeft  obtain 
All  fo  long  defired  and  fought  in  vain, — 
Thou  'mid  many  fools  the  only  wife, 
At  thy  journey's  end  behold  the  prize ! ' 

1  Yes,  it  is  the  One,  beyond  compare, 
Sought  fo  long,  abandoned  in  defpair  •, 
Stranger  fpeak,  how  may  it  be  my  own?' 

■  All  thou  haft  can  be  the  price  alone.' 

'  Be  it  fo !'  he  joyfully  replied  -, 
6  Lord,  take  all,  and  take  myfelf  befide ! 
For  in  wondrous  love  Thou  bring'fl:  from  heaven 
What  no  monarch  has  or  could  have  given.' 


And  the  world  deceived  and  foolifh  call 
Him,  who  for  one  jewel  gave  his  all ; 
But  unheeding  what  they  think  or  fay, 
Glad  and  fatisfied  he  goes  his  way. 


Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther.  127 

Food  is  his,  which  they  have  never  known, 
Cordials  granted  to  himfelf  alone  : 
From  earth's  vanities  and  cares  fet  free, 
Now  he  walks  in  peace  and  liberty. 

Wondrous  bleflings  reach  him  from  above, 
Love  comes  down  to  meet  the  heart  of  love  ■, 
Ever  as  he  views  his  treafure  bright, 
All  his  foul  is  filled  with  life  and  light. 

Blefled  they  who  find  the  pricelefs  gem, 
BlefTed  they  who  feek !     It  fhines  for  them 
Brightly  ftill,  the  prize  by  God  revealed, 
For  the  victor  on  Faith's  battle-field. 


^^G^o3(^y~^^> 
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SUBMISSION. 

'  Stille,  mein  Wille  !  dein  Jefu  hilft  fiegen? 
'  In  your  patience  pofTefs  ye  your  fouls.' — Luke  xxi.  19. 

ypplp?  E  £1111,  my  foul ! — the  Lord  is  on  thy  fide, 

iP§B  *        ^ear  Patientiy  the  crofs  of  grief  and  pain, 
Leave  to  thy  God, -to  order  and  provide, 
»°  In  every  change  He  faithful  will  remain. 

Be  Ml,  my  foul ! — thy  bell,  thy  heavenly  Friend 
Through  thorny  ways  leads  to  a  joyful  end. 

Be  Ml,  my  foul! — thy  God  doth  undertake 
To  guide  the  future,  as  He  has  the  paft : 

Thy  hope,  thy  confidence,  let  nothing  fhake, 
All  now  myfterious  (hall  be  bright  at  laft. 

Be  Ml,  my  foul ! — the  waves  and  winds  ftill  know 

His  voice,  who  ruled  them  while  He  dwelt  below. 


Be  ftill,  my  foul! — when  deareft  friends  depart, 
And  all  is  darkened  in  the  vale  of  tears, 

Then  fhalt  thou  better  know  His  love,  His  heart, 
Who  comes  to  foothe  thy  forrow  and  thy  fears. 

Be  ftill,  my  foul ! — thy  Jefus  can  repay 

From  His  own  fulnefs  all  He  takes  away. 

Be  ftill,  my  foul! — the  hour  is  haftening  on, 
When  we  fhall  be  for  ever  with  the  Lord ; 

When  difappointment,  grief,  and  fear  are  gone, 
Sorrow  forgot,  Love's  pu reft  joys  reftored. 

Be  ftill,  my  foul! — when  change  and  tears  are  paft, 

All  fafe  and  bleffed  we  fhall  meet  at  laft. 

Be  ftill,  my  foul ! — begin  the  fong  of  praife 
On  earth,  believing,  to  thy  Lord  on  high  -, 

Acknowledge  Him  in  all  thy  works  and  ways, 
So  fhall  He  view  thee  with  a  well-pleafed  eye. 

Be  ftill,  my  foul ! — the  Sun  of  life  divine 

Through  paffing  clouds  fhall  but  more  brightly  fhine. 
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THE  BELIEVER'S  DYING  TESTAMENT. 

1  Ich  habe  Lujl  zu  fcheidenS 

6  I  am  now  ready  to  be  offered,  and  the  time  of  my  departure  is 
at  hand.' — %  Tim.  iv.  6. 

|pEARY,  waiting  to  depart, 

My  fpirit  longs  for  flight ; 
Still  I  gaze  with  throbbing  heart 

To  Zion's  fields  of  light. 
When  His  fummons  fhall  be  fent, 

No  dweller  here  may  know, — 
To  my  dying  teftament, 

Friends,  hearken,  ere  I  go! 

God,  my  Father,  to  Thy  hand 

This  fpirit  I  bequeath ; 
Guide  it  through  this  defert  land, 

And  through  the  gates  of  death 
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By  Thy  gift,  this  foul  was  mine, 

Take  it  to  Thyfelf  again, 
So  fhall  it  for  ever  Thine 

In  life  and  death  remain. 

What,  O  Jefus,  fhall  I  make 

An  offering  to  Thee  ? 
Ah,  thefe  fins,  thefe  forrows  take, 

So  grievous,  Lord,  to  me. 
In  the  crimfon  ftream  that  flows, 

My  Saviour,  from  Thy  fide, 
Thus  my  faith  each  burden  throws, 

Hide  them,  for  ever,  hide ! 

Oh,  Thou  Spirit  of  all  might ! 

I  yield  Thee  my  laft  figh, 
And  to  Thee  in  death's  dread  fight, 

I  fend  my  lateft  cry ! 
As  life's  pulfes  ileal  away, 

O  fpeak  peace  to  me ! 
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And  let  my  fainting  foul  that  day 
Nothing  fave  Jefus  fee. 

Angels,  take  thefe  flowing  tears 

From  my  pale  cheeks  away ! 
Ye  can  pity  earth-born  fears, 

And  gladly  will  obey. 
Bear  me  to  my  Saviour's  care, 

In  thefe  kind  arms  of  love, 
And  let  me  for  ever  fhare 

Your  tearlefs  blifs  above. 

Ye  beloved  ones,  and  true, 

Who  weeping  round  me  bend, 
Though  I  go,  I  leave  with  you 

Your  everlafting  Friend. 
Take  my  parting  bleffing,  then, 

And  weep  for  me  no  more, 
Surely  we  fhall  meet  again 

On  the  eternal  fhore ! 
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Earth,  poor  earth,  I've  fpent  on  thee 

A  long  and  clouded  day, 
Take  as  my  laft  legacy, 

This  dwelling-houfe  of  clay ; 
In  thy  keeping  it  muft  fall 

To  humble  duft  once  more  -, 
But,  ere  long,  thy  graves  fhall  all 

In  living  truth  reftore ! 

This  is  my  laft  teftament — 

God !  fix  Thy  feal  thereto ! 
Now  I  wait  in  calm  content, 

With  Heaven  full  in  view. 
RefUng  on  my  Lord  in  faith, 

I  pafs  fecurely  on, 
Knowing  when  I  conquer  death 

My  heritage  is  won  ! 
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WAITING. 

1  Melnejlund  ijl  noch  nicht  kommen.' 
'Mine  hour  is  not  yet  come.' — John  ii.  4. 

ESUS'  hour  is  not  yet  come;' 

Let  this  word  thine  anfwer  be, 
Pilgrim,  afking  for  thy  home, 

Longing  to  be  bleft  and  free- 
Yet  a  feafon  tarry  on, 

Nobly  borne,  is  nobly  done. 

While  oppreffing  cares  and  fears 
Night  and  day  no  refpite  leave, 

Still  prolonged  through  many  years, 
None  to  help  thee  or  relieve ; 

Hold  the  word  of  promife  fail, 

Till  deliverance  comes  at  laft. 
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Every  creature-hope  and  truft, 

Every  earthly  prop  or  ftay, 
May  lie  proftrate  in  the  duft, 

May  have  failed  or  pafTed  away ; — 
Then,  when  darkeft  falls  the  night, 

Jefus  comes,  and  all  is  light. 

Yes,  the  Comforter  draws  nigh 

To  the  breaking,  burfting  heart, 
For,  with  tender  fympathy, 

He  has  feen  and  felt  its  fmart : 
Through  its  darkeft  hours  of  ill, 
He  is  waiting,  watching  ftill. 

Doft  thou  afk,  When  comes  His  hour? 

Then,  when  it  fhall  aid  thee  beft. 
Truft  His  faithfulnefs  and  power, 

Truft  in  Him,  and  quietly  reft. 
Suffer  on,  and  hope,  and  wait, 
Jefus  never  comes  too  late. 


^ 
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Bleffed  day,  which  haftens  faft, 
End  of  conflict  and  of  fin ! 

Death  itfelf  ihall  die  at  laft, 
Heaven's  eternal  joys  begin. 

Then  eternity  fhall  prove, 

God  is  light,  and  God  is  Love. 
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PRAISE  AND  PRAYER. 

1 0  treuer  Heiland  Jefu  Cbrift.' 

'If  any  man  be  in  Chrift,  he  is  a  new  creature;  old  things  are 
parTed  away;  behold,  all  things  are  become  new.' — 2  Cor. 
v.  17. 

®  E  praife  and  blefs  Thee,  gracious  Lord, 
Our  Saviour  kind  and  true, 
For  all  the  old  things  palled  away, 
For  all  Thou  haft  made  new. 

The  old  fecurity  is  gone, 

In  which  fo  long  we  lay ; 
The  deep  of  death  Thou  haft  difpelled, 

The  darknefs  rolled  away. 

18 


138  Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther. 

New  hopes,  new  purpofes,  defires, 
And  joys,  Thy  grace  has  given  ; 

Old  ties  are  broken  from  the  earth, 
New  ones  attach  to  heaven. 

But  yet  how  much  mud  be  deftroyed, 
How  much  renewed  muft  be, 

Ere  we  can  fully  ftand  complete 
In  likenefs,  Lord,  to  Thee ! 

Ere  to  Jerufalem  above, 

The  holy  place,  we  come, 
Where  nothing  finful  or  defiled 

Shall  ever  find  a  home ! 

Thou,  only  Thou,  mull  carry  on 
The  work  Thou  haft  begun : 

Of  Thine  own  ftrength  Thou  muft  impart, 
In  Thine  own  ways  to  run. 
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Ah,  leave  us  not!  from  day  to  day 

Revive,  reftore  again ; 
Our  feeble  fleps  do  Thou  direct, 

Our  enemies  reftrain. 

Whate'er  would  tempt  the  foul  to  ftray, 

Or  feparate  from  Thee, 
That,  Lord,  remove,  however  dear 

To  the  poor  heart  it  be ! 

When  the  flefh  finks,  then  ftrengthen  Thou 

The  fpirit  from  above  -, 
Make  us  to  feel  Thy  fervice  fweet, 

And  light  Thy  yoke  of  love. 

So  fhall  we  faultlefs  ftand  at  laft 

Before  Thy  Father's  throne, 
The  bleflednefs  for  ever  ours, 

The  glory  all  Thine  own ' 
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CALVARY. 

1  Fliejfty  ihr  Augen  Fliefft  *von  Tbranen.' 

'  Surely  He  hath  borne  our  griefs,  and  carried  our  forrows.' 
— Isaiah  liii.  4. 


£ib 


LOW  my  tears,  flow  ftill  fafter, 
Thus  my  guilt  and  fin  bemoan ; 

Mourn,  my  heart,  in  deeper  anguifti, 
Over  forrows  not  thine  own ! 

See  a  fpotlefs  Lamb  draw  nigh 

To  Jerufalem,  to  die 

For  thy  fins,  the  finlefs  One ; — 

Think!  ah,  think!  what  thou  haft  done! 


See  Him  ftand,  while  cruel  fetters 

Bind  the  hands  that  framed  the  world, 

While  around  Him  bitter  mocking, 
Laughter,  and  contempt  are  hurled. 
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Heathen  rage  and  Jewifh  fcorn, 
Meekly  for  our  fins  are  borne. 
Sin  has  brought  Him  from  above*, 
Who  can  fathom  fuch  a  love  ? 

Soon  the  heavy  doom  is  fpoken, 

Even  Pilate's  pleading  ceafed ; 
Jefus  to  the  crofs  is  chofen, 

And  Barabbas  is  releafed ! 
Ah  !  there  is  no  loving  word, 
Not  one  voice  of  pity  heard ! 
But  the  loud  and  frenzied  cry, 
6  Crucify  Him, — crucify!' 

Can  we  view  the  Saviour  given 

To  the  fmiter's  hands  for  us  ? 
Can  we  all  unmoved,  unhumbled, 

See  Him  mocked  and  flighted  thus, — 
View  the  thorny  chaplet  made 
For  His  meek  and  filent  head, — 
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Hear  the  loud  and  angry  din, 
And  not  tremble  for  our  fin  ? 

Follow  from  the  hall  of  judgment 
This  fad  Saviour  on  His  way; — 

But,  in  fpirit,  as  ye  journey, 

Often  paufe,  and  humbly  pray ; 

Pray  the  Father  to  behold 

By  the  Son  thy  ranfom  told; 

And  a  fubftitute  for  thee 

In  His  Well-beloved  fee ! 

Muft  I,  Jefus,  thus  behold  Thee 
In  Thy  toil  and  forrow  here  ? 

Can  I  nothing  better  yield  Thee 
Than  my  unavailing  tear  ? 

Lamb  of  God!  I  weep  for  Thee! 

Weep,  Thy  cruel  crofs  to  fee, — 

Weep,  for  death  that  death  deftroys ! 

Weep,  for  grief  that  brings  me  joys! 
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Poor  is  all  that  I  can  offer, 

Soul  and  body  while  I  live ; 
Take  it,  O  my  Saviour,  take  it, — 

I  have  nothing  more  to  give. 
Come,  and  in  this  heart  remain, 
Let  each  enemy  be  (lain, — 
Let  me  live  and  die  with  Thee  •, 
To  Thy  kingdom  welcome  me ! 

Loud  and  louder,  faints  are  finging, 

Glory!  glory!  Chrift,  to  Thee! 
Over  death  and  hell  for  ever 

Thou  haft  triumphed  gloriously. 
I  am  Thine,  and  Thou  art  mine : 
Oh !  to  fee  thy  brightnefs  fhine ! 
Lord !  Thy  day  of  grief  is  o'er, 
Come !  in  glory — come  once  more ! 
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RE-UNION. 

6  Wiederfehn  !  ja  ruuiederfehn  tvird  einft? 
i\  fhall  go  to  him.' — 2  Sam.  xii.  23. 

|lffJl^)EET  again!  yes,  we  fhall  meet 
again, 
Though  now  we  part  in  pain ! 
His  people  all 

Together  Chrift  fhall  call  •,— 
Hallelujah! 

Soon  the  days  of  abfence  fhall  be 

o'er, 
And  thou  fhalt  weep  no  more ; 
Our  meeting  day 
Shall  wipe  all  tears  away ; 

Hallelujah! 


Now  I  go  with  gladnefs  to  our 

home, 
With  gladnefs  thou  {halt  come ; 
There  I  will  wait 
To  meet  thee  at  Heaven's  gate; 
Hallelujah! 

Deareft!  what  delight,  again  to 

fhare 
Our  fweet  communion  there ! 
To  walk  among 
The  holy  ranfom'd  throng; — 
Hallelujah! 

Here,  in  many  a  grief  our  hearts  were 

one, 
But  there  in  joys  alone ; 

Joy  fading  never, 
Increafing,  deepening  ever  ; — 
Hallelujah! 
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Not  to  mortal  fight  can  it  be  given 
To  know  the  blifs  of  Heaven  •, 

But  thou  (halt  be 

Soon  there,  and  fing  with  Me, 
Hallelujah! 

Meet  again !  yes,  we  fhall  meet  again, 
Though  now  we  part  in  pain ! 

Together  all 

His  people  Chrift  fhall  call ,    - 
Hallelujah! 
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JESUS  ALL-SUFFICIENT. 

cWenn  ich  Ihn  nur  babe.' 
'  The  Lord  is  my  portion,  faith  my  foul.' — Lam.  iii.  24. 

W^0  F  only  He  is  mine, — 
fn|T^       If  but  this  poor  heart 
20  o>""»  Never  more,  in  grief  or  joy, 
May  from  Him  depart, 
'^    Then  farewell  to  fadnefs, 

All  I  feel  is  love,  and  hope,  and  gladnefs. 

If  only  He  is  mine, — 

Then,  from  all  below, 
Leaning  on  my  pilgrim-ftaff, 
Gladly  forth  I  go. 
From  the  crowd  who  follow 
In  the  broad,  bright  road,  their  pleasures  falfe  and 
hollow. 


If  only  He  is  mine, — 

Then  all  elfe  is  given ; 
Every  bleiling  lifts  my  eyes 
And  my  heart  to  Heaven. 
FilPd  with  heavenly  love, 
Earthly  hopes  and  fears  no  longer  tempt  or  move. 

There, — where  He  is  mine, 

Is  my  Fatherland, 
And  my  heritage  of  blifs 

Daily  cometh  from  His  hand. 
Now  I  find  again 
In  His  people  love  long  loft,  and  mourn'd  in  vain. 
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ANTICIPATION. 

*  Wie  <ivird  mirfeyn  ?  * 

''  Beloved,  now  are  we  the  fons  of  God;  and  it  doth  not  yet 
appear  what  we  fhall  be.' — i  John  iii.  2. 

J  HAT  fhall  I  be?  my  Lord,  when  I  behold 
Thee 
In  awful  majefty  at  God's  right  hand  •, 
And  'mid  thJ  eternal  glories  that  enfold  me, 
In  ftrange  bewilderment,  O  Lord,  I  (land. 
What  fhall  I  be?  thefe  tears, — they  dim  my  fight, 
I  cannot  catch  the  blifsful  vifion  right. 

What  fhall  I  be?  Lord,  when  Thy  radiant  glory, 
As  from  the  grave  I  rife,  encircles  me ; 

When  brightly  pi&ured  in  the  light  before  me, 
What  eye  hath  never  feen,  my  eyes  fhall  fee. 

What  fhall  I  be  ?     Ah,  bleffed  and  fublime 

Is  the  dim  profpeft  of  that  glorious  time! 
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What  fhall  I  be?  When  days  of  grief  are  ended, 
From  earthly  fetters  fet  for  ever  free ; 

When  from  the  harps  of  faints  and  angels  blended, 
I  hear  the  burft  of  joyful  melody! 

What  fhall  I  be?  when  rifen  from  the  dead, 

Sin,  death,  and  hell,  I  never  more  fhall  dread. 

What  fhall  I  be?  when  all  around  are  thronging, 
The  loved  of  earth,  where  I  have  come  to  dwell ; 

When  all  is  joy  and  praife, — no  anxious  longing, 
No  bitter  parting,  and  no  fad  farewell. 

What  fhall  I  be  ?     Ah,  how  the  ftreaming  light 

Can  lend  a  radiance  to  this  dreary  night! 

Yes !  faith  can  never  know  the  full  falvation, 
Which  Jefus  for  His  people  will  prepare-, 

Then  will  I  wait  in  peaceful  expeftation, 

Till  the  Good  Shepherd  comes  to  take  me  there. 

My  Lord,  my  God,  a  blifsful  end  I  fee, 

Though  now  I  know  not  what  I  yet  fhall  be ! 
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'GOD  CALLING  YET/ 

'Gott  rufet  nochV 

1  Unto  you,  O  men,  I  call;  and  my  voice  is  to  the  fons  of  man.' 
— Prov.  viii.  4. 

jS  OD  calling  yet! — and  fhall  I  never  hearken, 

.    But  ftill  earth's  witcheries  my  fpirit  darken  ? 

This  paffing  life,  thefe  paffing  joys,  all  flying, 

And  ftill  my  foul  in  dreamy  (lumbers  lying ! 

God  calling  yet ! — and  I  not  yet  arifing, 
So  long  His  loving,  faithful  voice  defpifing, 
So  falfely  His  unwearied  care  repaying, 
He  calls  me  ftill,  and  ftill  I  am  delaying ! 

God  calling  yet ! — loud  at  my  door  is  knocking, 
And  I  my  heart,  my  ear,  ftill  firmer  locking : 
He  ftill  is  ready,  willing  to  receive  me, 
Is  waiting  now,  but  ah !  He  foon  may  leave  me. 
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God  calling  yet ! — and  I  no  anfwer  giving; 
I  dread  His  yoke,  and  am  in  bondage  living; 
Too  long  I  linger,  but  not  yet  forfaken, 
He  calls  me  ftill,  oh,  my  poor  heart,  awaken ! 

Ah,  yield  Him  all, — all  to  His  care  confiding; 
Where  but  with  Him  are  reft  and  peace  abiding? 
Unloofe,  unloofe,  break  earthly  bonds  afunder, 
And  let  this  fpirit  rife  in  foaring  wonder. 

God  calling  yet ! — I  can  no  longer  tarry, 

Nor  to  my  God  a  heart  divided  carry ; 

Now,  vain  and  giddy  world,  your  fpells  are  broken, 

Sweeter  than  all,  the  voice  of  God  has  fpoken! 
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RESIGNATION. 

1  Ich  haU  in  guten  Stunden? 

i  What!  fhall  we  receive  good  at  the  hand  of  God,  and  fliall  we 
not  receive  evil  ?' — Job  ii.  10. 

^f^wM  HAVE  had  my  days  of  bldrmg> 

M&X  All  the  joys  of  life  poiTeiling, 
^*  Unnumber'd  they  appear  ! 

K§jfc§  Then  let  faith  and  patience  cheer  me, 

Now  that  trials  gather  near  me, 
Where  is  life  without  a  tear? 

Yes,  O  Lord,  a  finner  looking 
O'er  the  fins  Thou  art  rebuking, 

Muft  own  Thy  judgments  light. 
Surely,  I  fo  oft  offending, 
Muft,  in  humble  patience  bending, 

Feel  Thy  chaftifements  are  right. 
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Let  me,  o'er  tranfgreffion  weeping, 
Find  the  grace  my  foul  is  feeking; 

Receiving  at  Thy  throne 
Strength  to  meet  each  tribulation, 
Looking  for  the  great  falvation, 

TrufVing  in  my  Lord  alone ! 

While  'mid  earthly  tears  and  fighing, 
Still  to  praife  Thee  feebly  trying, 

Still  clinging  Lord,  to  Thee : 
Quietly  on  Thy  love  relying, 
I  am  Thine, — and  living,  dying, 

Surely  all  is  well  with  me! 


N^3^35^^ — 
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REST. 

i  Icb  bkib  bei  Dir!  nvo  k'onnt  ich  'j  bejjer  habenf 
We  which  have  believed  do  enter  into  reft.' — Heb.  iv.  3. 

^   REST  with  Thee,  Lord !  whither  fhould  I 
go? 
I  feel  fo  blefl  within  Thy  home  of  love ! 
The  bleffings  purchafed  by  Thy  pain  and  woe, 
To  Thy  poor  child  Thou  fendeft  from  above. 

0  never  let  Thy  grace  depart  from  me, 
So  fhall  I  frill  abide,  my  Lord,  with  Thee. 

1  reft  with  Thee !     Eternal  life  the  prize 

Thou  wilt  beftow,  when  faith's  good  fight  is  won. 
What  can  earth  give,  but  vain  regrets  and  fighs, 

To  the  poor  heart,  whofe  pafling  blifs  is  done? 
For  lafting  joys  I  fleeting  ones  refign, 
Since  Jefus  calls  me  His,  and  He  is  mine. 
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I  reft  with  Thee !  no  other  place  of  reft 
Can  now  attraft,  no  other  portion  pleafe : 

The  foul,  of  heavenly  treafure  once  poffeft, 
All  earthly  glory  with  indifference  fees. 

Poor  world,  farewell!  thy  fplendours  tempt  no  more, 

The  power  of  grace  I  feel,  and  thine  is  o'er. 

I  reft  with  Thee !  with  Thee,  whofe  wondrous  love 
Defcends  to  feek  the  loft,  the  fallen  raife. 

O  that  my  whole  of  future  life  might  prove 
One  hallelujah,  one  glad  fong  of  praife! 

So  fhall  I  fing,  as  time's  laft  moments  flee, 

Now  and  for  ever,  Lord!  I  reft  with  Thee! 
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LOOKING  TO  JESUS. 

1  OJliiks  Lamm.' 

'  He  is  brought  as  a  lamb  to  the  Daughter,  and  as  a  fheep  before 
her  fhearers  is  dumb,  fo  He  openeth  not  His  mouth.' — 
Isa.  liii.  7. 

^g^^'  SILENT  LAMB!  for  me  Thou  haft  en- 

f|?N  Jefiis,  Thou  holy,  perfect,  finlefs  One ! 

K&l^   Thy  grief  and  bitter  anguifh  have  fecured 
~  My  foul's  falvation,  when  this  race  is  run. 

Then,  let  me,  to  Thine  image  true, 
Thus  meekly  fuffer,  with  the  crown  in  view. 
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The  narrow  way  that  leads  us  up  to  heaven, 
Muft  here  through  ftrife  and  tribulation  lie  •, 

Then,  on  the  thorny  path  may  ftrength  be  given, 
This  finful  flefh,  O  Lord,  to  crucify. 
Oh,  take  this  feeblenefs  away, 

And  make  me  ftrong  to  meet  each  future  day. 

Here,  daily  crofTes  come  to  try  our  weaknefs, 
Here  every  member  muft  a  burden  bear ; 

But,  O  my  Saviour,  if  I  take  with  meeknefs 
The  crofs  appointed  by  Thy  love  and  care, 
Too  great,  too  long,  it  will  not  be, 

For  it  is  weigh'd  and  meafured  out  by  Thee. 

If  thus  we  journey  patiently  through  fadnefs, 
Each  grief  will  make  us  dearer  to  our  Lord  •, 

But  if  we  flee  the  crofs  in  fearch  of  gladnefs, 
We  cannot  fhun  His  dread,  avenging  fword. 
Oh,  blefled  they !  who  hear  the  call, 

Who  take  the  crofs,  and  follow,  leaving  all! 
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So  help  me,  Lord,  Thy  holy  will  to  fuffer, 
And  ftill  a  learner  at  Thy  feet  to  be ; 

Give  faith  and  patience  when  the  way  is  rougher, 
And  at  the  end  a  joyful  viftory. 

Thus  grief  itfelf  is  changed  to  fong, 

Ofttimes  on  earth,  but  evermore  ere  long. 
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PRAISE. 

'Lobe  den  HerrenV 

'  Let  every  thing  that  hath  breath  praife  the  Lord.     Praife  ye  the 
Lord.' — Psalm  cl.  6. 

^^^^^ RAISE  to  Jehovah!  the  Almighty  King  of 
l^l^jjpP  Creation ! 

***  Swell  Heaven's  chorus,  chime  in  every  heart, 


every  nation ! 
Oh,  my  foul,  wake ! 
Harp,  lute,  and  pfaltery  take, 
Sound  forth  in  glad  adoration. 

Praife  to  Jehovah !  whole  love  o'er  thy  courfe  is  attending, 
Redeeming  thy  life,  and  thee  from  all  evil  defending. 
Through  all  the  paft, 
O  my  foul,  over  thee  call:, 
His  fheltering  wings  were  bending ! 
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Praife  to  Jehovah  !  whofe  fence  has  been  planted  around 

thee, 
Who,  from  His  heavens,  with  bleffing  and  mercy  has 
crowned  thee. 

Think,  happy  one ! 
What  He  can  do,  and  has  done, 
Since  in  His  pity  He  found  thee. 

Praife  to  Jehovah !  all  that  has  breath  praife  Him,  fing 

praifes; 
Blefs  God,  O  my  foul,  and  all  that  is  in  me,  fing  praifes. 
In  Him  rejoice, 
Until  for  ever  thy  voice, 
The  hymn  of  eternity  raifes ! 
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HYMN  SUNG  AT  A  FUNERAL. 

iWohlaufl  ivohlan!  %um  letzten  Gang, 
Kurz  [ft  der  Weg,  die  Rtihe  ift  langS 

1  Here  we  have  no  continuing  city,  but  we  feek  one  to  come.'- 
Heb.  xiii.  14. 

OME  forth!  come  on,  with  folemn  fong! 
^  The  road  is  fhort,  the  reft  is  long ! 
The  Lord  brought  here,  He  calls  away, 

Make  no  delay, 
This  home  was  for  a  paffing  day. 


Here  in  an  inn  a  ftranger  dwelt, 
Here  joy  and  grief  by  turns  he  felt : 
Poor  dwelling,  now  we  clofe  thy  door! 

The  tafk  is  o'er, 
The  fojourner  returns  no  more ! 


Now  of  a  lafting  home  pofTeft, 

He  goes  to  feek  a  deeper  reft. 

Good  night !  the  day  was  fultry  here, 

In  toil  and  fear, 
Good  night !  the  night  is  cool  and  clear. 

Chime  on,  ye  bells  !  again  begin, 
And  ring  the  Sabbath  morning  in  ; 
The  labourer's  week-day  work  is  done, 

The  reft  begun, 
Which  Chrift  hath  for  His  people  won ! 


Now  open  to  us,  gates  of  peace! 
Here  let  the  pilgrim's  journey  ceafe. 
Ye  quiet  flumberers,  make  room, 

In  your  ftill  home, 
For  the  new  ftranger  who  has  come ! 
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How  many  graves  around  us  lie ! 
How  many  homes  are  in  the  fky ! 
Yes,  for  each  faint  doth  Chrift  prepare 

A  place  with  care-, 
Thy  home  is  waiting,  brother,  there! 

Jefus,  Thou  reigneft,  Lord  alone, 
Thou  wilt  return  and  claim  Thine  own. 
Come  quickly,  Lord!  return  again! 

Amen!  Amen! 
Thine  feal  us  ever,  now  and  then ! 
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RESURRECTION. 

i  Auferjlehnyjay  auferjiehn. 

1  This  corruptible  muft  put  on  incorruption,  and  this  mortal 
muft  put  on  immortality .' — i  Co R.  xv.  53. 

HOU  fhalt  rife !  my  duft,  thou  shalt  anfe  ! 
Not  always  clofed  thine  eyes ; 
Thy  life's  firft  Giver 
Will  give  thee  life  for  ever, 

Ah,  praife  His  name! 

Sown  in  darknefs,  but  to  bloom  again, 
When,  after  winter's  reign, 

Jefus  is  reaping 

The  feed  now  quietly  deeping, 

Ah,  praife  His  name ! 
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Day  of  praife !  for  thee,  thou  wondrous  day, 

In  my  quiet  grave  I  flay ; 

And  when  I  number 
My  days  and  nights  of  {lumber, 
Thou  wakeft  me ! 

Then,  as  they  who  dream,  we  fliall  arife 

With  Jefus  to  the  fldes, 

And  find,  that  morrow, 
The  weary  pilgrim's  forrow 

All  pail  and  gone ! 

Then,  within  the  Holieft  I  tread, 

By  my  Redeemer  led, 

Through  Heaven  foaring, 
His  holy  name  adoring, 
Eternally ! 
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HERE  AND  THERE. 

'Was  kein  Auge  hat  gefehen? 

1  Eye  hath  not  feen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither  have  entered  into  the 
heart  of  man,  the  things  which  God  hath  prepared  for  them 
that  love  Him.' — i  Cor.  ii.  9. 

^HAT  no  human  eye  hath  feen, 

What  no  mortal  ear  hath  heard, 
What  on  thought  hath  never  been 
In  its  nobleft  flights  conferred, 
This  hath  God  prepared  in  ftore 
For  His  people  evermore ! 

When  the  ftiaded  pilgrim  land 

Fades  before  my  clofing  eye, 
Then  reveal'd  on  either  hand, 

Heaven's  own  fcenery  ftiall  lie : 
Then  the  veil  of  flefli  ftiall  fall, 
Now  concealing,  darkening  all. 
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Heavenly  landfcapes,  calmly  bright, 
Life's  pure  river  murmuring  low, 

Forms  of  lovelinefs  and  light, 
Loft  to  earth  long  time  ago, — 

Yes,  mine  own,  lamented  long, 

Shine  amid  the  angel  throng ! 

Many  a  joyful  fight  was  given, 
Many  a  lovely  vifion  here, 

Hill,  and  vale,  and  ftarry  even, 

Friendfhip's  fmile,  AfFefrion's  teat  •, 

Thefe  were  fhadows,  fent  in  love, 
Of  realities  above ! 

When  upon  my  wearied  ear 
Earth's  laft  echoes  faintly  die, 

Then  mail  angel  harps  draw  near, 
All  the  chorus  of  the  fky ; 

Long-hufhed  voices  blend  again, 

Sweetly,  in  that  welcome-ftrain. 
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Here  were  fweet  and  varied  tones, 
Bird,  and  breeze,  and  fountain's  fall, 

Yet  Creation's  travail-groans 
Ever  fadly  figh'd  through  all. 

There  no  difcord  jars  the  air, 

Harmony  is  perfect  there ! 

When  this  aching  heart  fhall  reft, 

All  its  bufy  pulfes  o'er, 
From  her  mortal  robes  undreft 

Shall  my  fpirit  upward  foar. 
Then  fhall  unimagined  joy, 
All  my  thoughts  and  powers  employ. 

Here  devotion's  healing  balm 

Often  came  to  foothe  my  breaft, 

Hours  of  deep  and  holy  calm, 
Earnefts  of  eternal  reft. 

But  the  blifs  was  here  unknown, 

Which  fhall  there  be  all  my  own  ! 
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Jefus  reigns,  the  Life,  the  Sun, 
Of  that  wondrous  world  above ; 

All  the  clouds  and  ftorms  are  gone, 
All  is  light,  and  all  is  love. 

All  the  fhadows  melt  away 

In  the  blaze  of  perfect  day ! 
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JOY  IN  BELIEVING. 

1  Ich  glaube,  Hallelujah!  ' 
s  If  any  man  be  in  Chrift,  he  is  a  new  creature.'. — i  Cor.  v.  17. 

jALLELUJAH!  I  believe! 
§B      Now  the  giddy  world  ftands  faft, 
Now  my  foul  has  found  an  anchor, 

Till  the  night  of  florin  is  paft. 
All  the  gloomy  mills  are  rifing, 

And  a  clue  is  in  my  hand, 
Through  earth's  labyrinth  to  guide  me 
To  a  bright  and  heavenly  land. 

Hallelujah  !  I  believe ! 

Sorrow's  bitter nefs  is  o'er, 
And  affliction's  heavy  burden 

Weighs  my  fpirit  down  no  more. 
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On  .the  crofs  the  myftic  writing 
Now  revealed  before  me  lies, 

And  I  read  the  words  of  comfort, 
1  As  a  father,  I  chaftife.' 

Hallelujah!  I  believe! 

Now  no  longer  on  my  foul 
All  the  debt  of  fin  is  lying, — 

One  great  Friend  has  paid  the  whole ! 
Ice-bound  fields  of  legal  labour, 

I  have  left,  with  all  their  toil  \ 
While  the  fruits  of  love  are  growing, 

From  a  new  and  genial  foil. 

Hallelujah!  I  believe! 

Now  life's  myftery  is  gone, 
Gladly  through  its  fleeting  fhadows, 

To  the  end  I  journey  on. 
Through  the  tempeft,  or  the  funfhine, 

Over  flowers  or  ruins  led, 
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Still  the  path  is  homeward  hafting, 
Where  all  forrow  (hall  have  fled. 

Hallelujah!  I  believe! 

Now,  O  Love,  I  know  thy  power, 
Thine  no  falfe  or  fragile  fetters, 

Not  the  rofe-wreaths  of  an  hour  I 
Chriftian  bonds  of  holy  union, 

Death  itfelf  does  not  deftroy ; 
Yes,  to  live,  and  love  for  ever, 

Is  our  heritage  of  joy! 
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LOWLY. 

'  Hinab  geht  Chrijli  fVeg ' 

1  Blefled  are  the  poor  in  fpirit:  for  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven.' — Matt.  v.  3. 

%lSlll3  HRIST'S  Path  was  fad  and  lowly> 
^^8^%  ^ut  yet  t^ou' #m  ^y  p"de> 

^  Wouldft  climb  the  higheft  fummit, 
And  on  the  height  abide ! 
Wouldft  thou  to  heaven  arife? 

Thy  Lord  the  way  will  fhow  thee; 
For  who  would  climb  thefe  Ikies, 
Muft  firft  with  Him  be  lowly. 

Lowly,  my  foul,  be  lowly, — 

Follow  the  paths  of  old  : 
The  feather  rifeth  lightly, 

But  never  fo  the  gold ! 


Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther.  1 75 

The  ftream,  defcending  faft, 

Has  gathered,  quietly,  flowly, — 

A  river  rolls  at  laft, — 

Therefore,  my  foul,  be  lowly. 

Lowly,  my  eyes,  be  lowly : 

God,  from  His  throne  above, 
Looks  down  upon  the  humble 

In  kindnefs  and  in  love. 
Still,  as  I  rife,  I  fhall 

Have  greater  depths  below  me, 
And  haughty  looks  milft  fall, — 

Therefore,  mine  eyes,  be  lowly. 

Lowly,  my  hands,  be  lowly : 
ChriiVs  poor  around  us  dwell, 

Stoop  down,  and  kindly  cherifh 
The  flock  He  loves  fo  well. 

Not  toiling  to  fecure 

This  world's  fame  and  glory, — 


Thy  Saviour  blefTed  the  poor, 
Therefore,  my  hands,  be  lowly. 

Lowly,  my  heart,  be  lowly : 

So  God  fhall  dwell  with  thee ; 
It  is  the  meek  and  patient 

Who  fhall  exalted  be. 
Deep  in  the  valley  reft 

The  Spirit's  gifts  moft  holy, 
And  they  who  feek  are  bleft, — 

Therefore,  my  heart,  be  lowly. 

Lowly,  I  would  be  lowly  ! 

This  frame,  to  earth  allied, 
Muft  firft  to  duft  be  humbled 

Ere  it  be  glorified ! 
My  God,  prepare  me  here 

For  all  that  lies  before  me  •, 
I  would  in  heaven  appear, 

And  fo  I  would  be  lowly. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  CROSS. 

4  Der  Chrijlen  Schmuck  und  Ordenfband* 

'Then  faid  Jefus  unto  His  difciples,  If  any  man  will  come  after 
Me,  let  him  deny  himfelf,  and  take  up  his  crofs,  and  follow 
Me/ — Matt.  xvi.  24. 

HE  Chriftian's  badge  of  honour  here, 

Has  ever  been  the  crofs ; 
And  when  its  hidden  joys  appear, 
He  counts  it  gain,  not  lofs. 

He  bears  it  meekly,  as  is  beft, 
While  ftruggling  here  with  fin ; 

He  wears  it  not  upon  his  breaft, 
Ah!  no,  it  is  within. 

•23 
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And  if  it  bring  him  pain  or  fhame, 

He  takes  it  joyfully, 
For  well  he  knows  from  whom  it  came, 

And  what  its  end  fhall  be. 

Only  a  little  while  'tis  borne, 

And  as  a  pledge  is  given, 
Of  robes  of  triumph,  to  be  worn 

For  evermore  in  heaven. 
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SONG  OF  THE  SOJOURNER. 

6  Ich  bin  ein  Gaft  auf  Erden." 

'  I  am  a  ftranger  with  Thee,  and  a  fojourner,  as  all  my  fathers 
were/ — Psalm  xxxix.  12. 

PILGRIM  and  a  ftranger, 

I  journey  here  below; 
Far  diftant  is  my  country, 

The  home  to  which  I  go. 
Here  I  muft  toil  and  travel, 

Oft  weary  and  oppreft, 
But  there  my  God  fhall  lead  me 

To  everlafting  reft. 


I've  met  with  ftorms  and  danger, 
Even  from  my  early  years, 

With  enemies  and  confli&s, 

With  fightings  and  with  fears. 
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There's  nothing  here  that  tempts  me 

To  wifh  a  longer  flay, 
So  I  mull  haften  forwards, 

No  halting  or  delay. 

It  is  a  well-worn  pathway, — 

Many  have  gone  before : 
The  holy  faints  and  prophets, 

The  patriarchs  of  yore. 
They  trode  the  toilfome  journey 

In  patience  and  in  faith ; 
And  them  I  fain  would  follow, 

Like  them  in  life  and  death ! 

Who  would  fhare  Abraham's  bleffing, 
Muft  Abraham's  path  purfue, 

A  ftranger  and  a  pilgrim, 

Like  him,  muft  journey  through. 

The  foes  muft  be  encountered, 
The  dangers  muft  be  pafled ; 
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Only  a  faithful  foldier 

Receives  the  crown  at  laft. 

So  I  mull  haften  forwards, — 

Thank  God,  the  end  will  come ! 
This  land  of  my  fojourning 

Is  not  my  deflined  home. 
That  evermore  abideth, 

Jerufalem  above, 
The  everlafting  city, 

The  land  of  light  and  love. 

There  ftill  my  thoughts  are  dwelling, 

'Tis  there  I  long  to  be ! 
Come,  Lord,  and  call  Thy  fervant 

To  bleflednefs  with  Thee! 
Come,  bid  my  toils  be  ended, 

Let  all  my  wanderings  ceafe  •, 
Call  from  the  wayfide  lodging, 

To  the  fweet  home  of  peace ! 


182 


Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther. 


There  I  fhall  dwell  for  ever, 

No  more  a  ftranger  gueft, 
With  all  Thy  blood-bought  children, 

In  everlafting  reft. 
The  pilgrim  toils  forgotten, 

The  pilgrim  conflicts  o'er, 
All  earthly  griefs  behind  us, 

Eternal  joys  before ! 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  HOUSEHOLD. 

iO  felig  Hausy  wo  man  dich  aufgenommen, 

1  And  they  conftrained  Him,  faying,  Abide  with  us.' — 
Luke  xxiv.  29. 

^H,  happy  houfe!  where  Thou  art  loved  the 
beft, 
Dear  Friend  and  Saviour  of  our  race, 
Where  never  comes  such  welcom'd  honour'd 
Gueft, 
Where  none  can  ever  fill  Thy  place; 
Where  every  heart  goes  forth  to  meet  Thee, 

Where  every  ear  attends  Thy  word, 

Where  every  lip  with  bleffing  greets  Thee, 

Where  all  are  waiting  on  their  Lord. 
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Oh,  happy  houfe!  where  two  are  one  in  heart, 

In  holy  faith  and  hope  are  one, 
Whom  death  can  only  for  a  little  part, 

Not  end  the  union  here  begun ; 
Who  fhare  together  one  falvation, 

Who  would  be  with  Thee,  Lord,  always, 
In  gladnefs,  or  in  tribulation, 

In  happy  or  in  evil  days. 

Oh,  happy  houfe!  whofe  little  ones  are 
given 
Early  to  Thee,  in  faith  and  prayer, — 
To  Thee,  their  Friend,  who  from  the  heights 
of  heaven 
Guards  them  with  more  than  mother's 
care. 
Oh,  happy  houfe  !  where  little  voices 
Their  glad  hofannahs  love  to  raife, 
And  childhood's  lifping  tongue  rejoices 
To  bring  new  fongs  of  love  and  praife. 


Oh,  happy  houfe !  and  happy  fervitude ! 

Where  all  alike  one  Mafter  own ; 
Where  daily  duty,  in  Thy  ftrength  purfued, 

Is  never  hard  nor  toilfome  known ; 
Where  each  one  ferves  Thee,  meek  and  lowly, 

Whatever  Thine  appointment  be, 
Till  common  tafks  feem  great  and  holy, 

When  they  are  done  as  unto  Thee. 

Oh,  happy  houfe !  where  Thou  art  not  forgot 

When  joy  is  flowing  full  and  free ; 
Oh,  happy  houfe!  where  every  wound  is  brought, 

Phyfician,  Comforter,  to  Thee. 
Until  at  laft,  earth's  day's-work  ended, 

All  meet  Thee  in  that  home  above, 
From  whence  Thou   cameft,    where  Thou   haft 
afcended, 

Thy  heaven  of  glory  and  of  love ! 
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THE  TWO  JOURNEYS. 

iWohinJ  <wohin?1 

'  Then  (hall  ye  return,  and  difcern  between  the  righteous  and 
the  wicked;  between  him  that  ferveth  God,  and  him  that 
ferveth  Him  not.' — Mal.  iii.  18. 

HITHER,    oh,    whither  ?'— <  With    blind- 

folded  eyes, 
Down  a  wild  torrent  under  ftormy  fkies, 
A  gulf  between  two  dark  eternities, 

Drifting,  we  know  not  where ! ' 

1  Whither,  oh,  whither?' — 'To  a  land  of  light, 
A  home  of  lovelinefs  ferene  and  bright, 
Joyfully  haftening,  with  fteady  flight, 

Our  hearts  before  us  there ! '   , 
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1  Whither,  oh,  whither?' — 'Life's  fhort  pleafures 
paft, 
Hope's  funeral  knell  the  found  on  every  blaft, 
Heaven's  entrance  clofed,  to  ruin  hurried  faft, 
A  leaf  before  the  wind ! ' 

'  Whither,  oh,  whither  ?' — ■  Pilgrims  near  their  home, 
No  longer  in  a  foreign  land  to  roam  -, 
Bright  and  belov'd  ones  waiting  till  we  come, 
All  forrow  left  behind  ! ' 

1  Whither,  oh,  whither  ?' — 'Who  the  path  can  fay 
To  where  fome  ftar  will  lend  a  cheering  ray  ? 
Or  through  earth's  labyrinth  direft  our  way, 
So  wildly  fought  in  vain!' 

1  Whither,  oh,  whither  ?' — 'Chrift  the  Rifen  One 
Through  life  and  death,  hath  now  to  glory  gone, 
He  fends  His  mefTengers  to  lead  us  on, 

The  way  is  broad  and  plain  I ' 


'  Whither,  oh,  whither  ? ' — '  Terrible  reply 
From  yon  white  throne  of  judgment  in  the  fky : 
"  Depart,  accurfed!  from  My  prefence  fly 

For  ever" — awful  word!' 

*  Whither,  oh,  whither  ?' — ■  Wafhed  from  earthly  ftain, 
No  more  to  wander  or  to  fall  again ; 
For  ever  with  the  Father  to  remain, 

For  ever  with  the  Lord ! ' 
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A  LITTLE  WHILE. 

1  Ueber  ein  kleinesl*  fofprach  Er  in  nachtlicher  Jtwide? 

'  A  little  while,  and  ye  fhall  not  fee  Me:  and  again  a  little  while, 
and  ye  fhall  fee  Me;  becaufe  I  go  to  the  Father.' — John 
xvi.  16. 


jg  LITTLE  WHILE!'  fo  fpake  our  gracious 
Lord 


To  the  fad  band  around  that  facred  board, 
While  His  long-burden'd  heart 
Already  felt  the  fmart 
Of  His  own  Father's  sin-avenging  fword. 


'lis  for  thee  alfo,  weeping,  weary  one ! 
Are  not  all  things  around  thee  haftening  on  ? 
Thy  Father's  hand  ordains 
All  thefe,  thy  griefs  and  pains, — 
1  A  little  while ! ' — they  too  are  pall:  and  gone. 
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Have  all  the  lights  of  love  quite  died  away  ? 

Has  thy  laft  ftar  withdrawn  its  cheering  ray  ? 
Till  the  long  night  wears  paft, 
Weeping  and  prayer  mull  laft; 

But  joy  approaches  with  the  dawning  day. 

Do  friends  mifunderftand,  or  mock  thy  pain? 

Haft  thou  too  fondly  trufted,  loved  in  vain  ? 
The  Faithful  One  and  True 
Can  blighted  hopes  renew, 

And  hearts  long  fevered  re-unite  again. 

1  A  little  while !' — the  fetters  clafp  no  more, 
The  fpirit,  long  enthralled,  is  free  to  foar, 
And  takes  its  joyful  flight, 
On  radiant  wings  of  light, 
To  the  bleft  manfions  of  the  heavenly  fhore. 

There  end  the  longings  of  the  weary  breaft, 
The  good  fought  after  here  is  there  pofTeft ; 


Ride  o'er  the  ftormy  fea, 
Poor  bark !  foon  ftialt  thou  be 
In  the  calm  haven  of  eternal  reft. 

1  A  little  while  !*  look  forward  and  hope  on ! 
Soon  fhall  the  troubled  dreams  of  night  be  gone. 

The  lhadows  pafs  away 

Before  the  abiding  day, 
The  Saviour  comes,  to  claim  and  blefs  His  own ! 
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SHADOW  AND  SUBSTANCE. 

i  Das  Leben  ijl  glelch  einem  Traum,' 

'The  grafs  withereth,  and  the  flower  thereof  falleth  away:  but 
the  word  of  the  Lord  endureth  for  ever.' — 1  Pet.  i.  24,  25. 

HIS  life  is  like  a  flying  dream, 

Or  like  the  vapour  from  the  ftream, 

Or  like  the  grafs  that  grows  to-day, 

But  fades  away, 
When  winds  acrofs  it  roughly  play. 

Only  Thyfelf,  my  God,  art  now 

Juft  as  Thou  wert, — my  Refuge  Thou, — 

Though  rock  and  mountain  be  deftroyed, 

There  is  no  void, 
With  Thy  loved  prefence  ftill  enjoyed. 
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Thus  fqjourning  in  this  low  fcene, 
Upon  my  Saviour  I  would  lean, 
And  learn,  as  moments  quickly  fly, 

Self  to  deny, 
Dead  to  the  world,  before  I  die. 

Vain  joys,  away !  yea,  fpread  your  wings ! 
For  I  have  tailed  better  things. 
I  feek  a  portion  all  divine, 

Ever  to  fhine ; 
Lord  Jefus,  make  me  wholly  Thine. 


THE  MISSIONARY  ON  THE  SEA  SHORE. 

'  llle  fcbaumt  Jo  feierlich  zu  iinfern  Filjfen* 

6  And  a  vifion  appeared  to  Paul  in  the  night:  There  flood  a  man 
of  Macedonia,  and  prayed  him,  faying,  Gome  over  into 
Macedonia,  and  help  us.' — Acts  xvi.  9. 

r  ARK,  mighty  Ocean,  rolling  to  our  feet! 
In  thy  low  murmur  many  voices  meet, 
The  founds  of  diftant  lands,  brought  ftrangely 
w)  near 

To  Fancy's  ear. 

From  fhores  unknown  comes  the  fweet  Sabbath  bell, 
New  languages  the  old  glad  tidings  tell, 
We  hear  the  hymn  of  praife, — the  martyr's  fong, — 
All  borne  along. 
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And  darting  at  the  fummons,  we  obey, 
And  o'er  thy  waves  prepare  to  find  our  way, 
Leaving  the  ties  of  country  and  of  home, 
Ocean,  we  come ! 

Our  chariot  thou,  to  bear  us  to  the  lands 
Where  fields  of  promife  wait  our  willing  hands ; 
Thou  and  ourfelves  are  fervants,  to  fulfil 
Our  Mailer's  will ! 

And  whether  in  thy  depths  we  find  a  grave, 
Or  with  our  heart's-blood  dye  thy  diftant  wave, 
Or  with  glad  hopes,  upon  thy  billows  borne, 
Homewards  return ; — 

Whether  to  death  or  life  our  courfe  leads  on, — 
The  Matter  knows, — His  holy  will  be  done ! 
To  life  eternal,  when  all  florins  are  part, 
We  come  at  laft ! 
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SABBATH  MORNING  HYMN. 

1  Hallelujah  !  Schoner  Morgen  !  * 

i  This  is  the  day  which  the  Lord  hath  made;  we  will  rejoice  and 
be  glad  in  it.' — Psalm  cxviii.  24. 

ALLELUJAH !  Faireft  morning, 
Fairer  than  my  words  can  fay, 

Down  I  lay  the  heavy  burden 
Of  life's  toil  and  care  to-day; 

While  this  morn  of  joy  and  love 

Brings  frefh  vigour  from  above. 

Sun-day  full  of  holy  glory ! 

Sweeteft  reft-day  of  the  foul, 
Light  upon  a  darkened  world 

From  thy  bleffed  moments  roll. 
Holy,  happy,  heavenly  day, 
Thou  canft  charm  my  grief  away ! 
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Now  I  tafte  my  Father's  goodnefs, 

Falling  like  the  morning  dew, 
While  of  paftures  even  fairer 

I  would  take  a  diftant  view ; 
Where  my  Shepherd's  flock  I  fee, 
Where  my  dwelling  foon  fliall  be ! 

Oh,  be  filent,  earthly  turmoil, 

I  have  work  more  fweet  and  bleft, 

And  each  thought  would  gather  homeward, 
On  this  happy  day  of  reft. 

Thus  with  clearer  faith  to  fee 

All  my  Lord  has  done  for  me. 

In  the  gladnefs  of  His  worfhip, 

I  will  feek  my  joy  to-day  : 
It  is  then  I  learn  the  fulnefs 

Of  the  grace  for  which  I  pray ; 
When  the  word  of  life  is  given, 
Like  the  Saviour's  voice  from  heaven. 
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Let  the  day's  fweet  hours  be  ended 
Prayerfully,  as  they've  begun ; 

And  Thy  bleffing,  Lord,  be  granted, 
Till  earth's  days  and  weeks  are  done ; 

That  at  laft  Thy  fervant  may 

Keep  eternal  Sabbath  day. 
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CHARITY. 

c  Chrijll  <wenn  die  Armen  manchefmalS 

6  And  the  King  (hall  anfwer  and  fay  unto  them,  Verily  I  fay  unto 
you,  Inafmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto  one  of  the  leaft  of 
thefe  My  brethren,  ye  have  done  it  unto  Me.' — Matt. 
xxv.  40. 

Sj\  H,  Chriftian !  if  the  needy  poor 
Have  e'er  unheeded  been, 
Beware,  left  at  thy  clofed  door 
The  Saviour  ftood  unfeen. 


Let  heart  and  honfe  be  open  thrown, 
Thy  gifts  with  others  fhare ; 

Let  holy  charity  be  fhown 
To  all  who  need  thy  care. 
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Then,  while  Thy  glance  abroad  is  cart, 

The  Lord  is  by  thy  fide ; 
For  through  the  open  door  He  pafPd, 

Becaufe  it  was  fo  wide. 

And  ere  thy  beating  heart  can  guefs 

Who  entered  by  the  door, 
His  gracious  hands  are  raifed  to  blefs 

Thy  bafket  and  thy  ftore ; — 

To  blefs  thee  all  time's  little  day, 

With  His  almighty  love ; 
To  blefs  the  long  eternity 

That  waits  for  thee  above, — 

Where  foon  the  pearly  gates,  which  ftand, 

To  all  He'll  open  throw, 
Who,  for  His  fake,  with  willing  hand, 

Did  minifter  below. 
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WE  TOO  ARE  THINE. 

'  Herr,  unfer  Gott,  mit  ebrfurcht  dienen.' 
6  The  Lord  reigneth;  let  the  earth  rejoice/ — Psalm  xcvii.  i. 

f§rt|L  ORD  our  God,  in  reverence  lowly, 
3  The  hofls  of  heaven  call  Thee  '  holy.' 
From  cherubim  and  feraphim, 
From  angel  phalanx,  far  extending, 
In  fuller  tones  is  ftill  afcending 
The  *  holy,  holy,'  of  their  hymn. 
The  fount  of  joy  Thou  art, 
Ever  filling  every  heart, 
Ever !  ever ! 
We  too  are  Thine,  and  with  them  fing, 
'Thou,  Lord,  and  only  Thou  art  King.' 

Lord,  there  are  bending  now  before  Thee 
The  elders,  with  their  crowned  glory, 
The  firft-born  of  the  blefled  band. 
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There,  too,  earth's  ranfomed  and  forgiven, 
Brought  by  the  Saviour  fafe  to  heaven, 
In  glad  unnumbered  myriads  fland. 
Loud  are  the  fongs  of  praife 
Their  mingled  voices  raife, 
Ever!  ever! 
We  too  are  Thine,  and  with  them  fing, 
'  Thou,  Lord,  and  only  Thou  art  King.' 

They  fing,  in  fweet,  and  finlefs  numbers, 
The  wondrous  love  that  never  {lumbers, 

And  of  the  wifdom,  power,  and  might, 
The  truth  and  faithfulnefs  abiding, 
And  over  all  Thy  works  prefiding. 
But  they  can  fcarcely  praife  aright ; 
For  all  is  never  fung, 
Even  by  feraph's  tongue, 
Never!  never! 
We  too  are  Thine,  and  with  them  fing, 
'  Thou,  Lord,  and  only  Thou  art  King.' 
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Oh !  come,  reveal  Thyfelf  more  fully, 
That  we  may  learn  to  praife  more  truly  j 

Make  every  heart  a  temple  true, 
Filled  with  Thy  glory  overflowing, 
More  of  Thy  love  each  morning  fhowing, 
And  waking  praifes  loud  and  new, — 
Here  let  Thy  peace  divine 
Over  Thy  children  fhine, 
Ever!  ever! 
And  glad  or  fad,  we  joining  fing, 
1 Thou,  Lord,  and  only  Thou  art  King.' 
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SUBMISSION. 

'  Du  folljl ,  fo  fprach  der  Herr,  i  dufollft  ermatten.' 

'  It  is  the  Lord;  let  Him  do  what  feemeth  Him  good.' — 
1  Sam.  iii.  18. 

|HUS  laid  the  Lord— ■ Thy  days  of  health 
are  over!' 
And,  like  the  mift,  my  vigour  fled  away-, 
Till  but  a  feeble  fhadow  was  remaining, 
A  fragile  form,  faft  hailing  to  decay. 
The  May  of  life,  with  all  its  blooming  flowers, — 
The  joys  of  life,  in  colours  bright  arrayed, — 
The  hopes  of  life,  in  all  their  airy  promife, — 
I  faw  them  in  the  diftance  flowly  fade : 

Then  fighs  of  forrow  in  my  foul  would  rife, 
Then  filent  tears  would  overflow  my  eyes ! 
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But  a  warm  funbeam,  from  a  higher  fphere, 
Stole  through  the  gloom,  and  dried  up  every  tear. 
Is  this  Thy  will,  good  Lord? — the  ftrifeis  o'er, 
Thy  fervant  weeps  no  more. 


*  Thy  cherifhed  flock  Thou  may  eft  feed  no  longer  !'- 
Thus  faid  the  Lord,  who  gave  them  to  my  hand ; 
Nor  even  was  my  finking  heart  permitted 
To  afk  the  reafon  of  the  ftern  command. 
The  Shepherd's  rod  had  been  fo  gladly  carried, 
The  flock  had  followed  long,  and  loved  it  well : 
Alas!  the  hour  was  dark,  the  ftroke  was  heavy, 
When  fudden  from  my  nervelefs  grafp  it  fell. — 
Then  fighs  of  forrow  in  my  foul  would  rife, 
Then  ruihing  tears  would  overflow  my  eyes ! 
But  I  beheld  Thee,  O  my  Lord  and  God, 
Beneath  the  Crofs,  lay  down  the  Shepherd's  rod ; 
Is  this  Thy  will,  good  Lord  ? — the  ftrife  is  o'er, 
Thy  fervant  weeps  no  more. 
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'  Never  again  thou  mayeft  feed  My  people!' — 
Thus  laid  the  Lord,  with  countenance  fevere-, 
And  bade  me  lay  afide,  at  once,  for  ever, 
The  robes  of  office,  honoured  long  and  dear. 
The  facred  mantle  from  my  fhoulders  falling, — 
The  facred  girdle  loofening  at  His  word, — 
I  could  but  think  and  fay,  while  fadly  gazing, 
I  have  been  once  a  paftor  of  the  Lord ! 

Then  groans  of  anguifti  in  my  foul  would  rife, 
Then  burning  tears  would  overflow  my  eyes ! — 
But  His  own  garment  once  was  torn  away, 
To  the  rude  foldiery  a  fpoil  and  prey ; — 
Is  this  Thy  will,  good  Lord  ? — the  ftrife  is  o'er, 
Thy  fervant  weeps  no  more. 


!  From  the  calm  port  of  fafety  rudely  fevered, 
Through  ftormy  waves  thy  Shattered  bark  mult  go, 
And  dimly  fee,  amid  the  darknefs  finking, 
Nothing  but  heaven  above,  and  depths  below !' — 
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Thus  faid  the  Lord, — and  through  a  raging  ocean 
Of  doubts  and  fears  my  fpirit  toiled  in  vain, — 
Ah !  many  a  dove  went  forth,  of  hope  inquiring, 
But  none  with  olive  leaf  returned  again ! 

Then  groans  of  anguifh  in  my  foul  would  rife, 

Then  tears  of  bitternefs  o'erflowed  my  eyes ! — 

But  through  the  gloom  the  promifed  light  was  given, 

From  the  dark  waves  I  could  look  up  to  heaven ; — 

Is  this  Thy  will,  good  Lord  ? — the  ftrife  is  o'er, 

Thy  fervant  weeps  no  more. 


:  Thou  fhalt  find  kindred  hearts,  in  love  united, 
And  with  them  in  the  wildernefs  rejoice. 
Yet  ftand  prepared,  each  gentle  tie  untwining, 
To  feparate,  at  My  commanding  voice.' — 
Thus  faid  the  Lord. — He  gave,  as  He  had  promifed,— 
How  many  a  loving  heart  has  met  my  own ! 
But — ever  muft  the  tender  bonds  be  broken, 
And  each  go  forwards,  diftant  and  alone! 
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Then  fighs  of  forrow  in  my  foul  would  rife, 
Then  tears  of  anguifh  overflowed  my  eyes ! — 
But  Thou  haft  known  the  bitter  parting  day, 
From  the  beloved  John  haft  turned  away, — 
Is  this  Thy  will,  good  Lord? — the  ftrife  is  o'er, 
Thy  fervant  weeps  no  more. 


Thefe  ftanzas  were  written  by  the  devoted  paftor,  Heinrich 
Mowes,  in  1832,  when  obliged,  by  illnefs,  torefign  the  minifterial 
office. 
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A  PASTOR'S  PARTING  WORDS. 

i Merki  Ihrsy  Freunde!     Mein  Auge  <wird  m'ude? 
'To  me  to  live  is  Chrift,  and  to  die  is  gain.' — Phil.  i.  21. 

£  EAR  me,  my  friends !  the  hour  has  come, 
U  Soon  I  mull  leave  you,  and  haften  home ; 
Then,  ere  our  Father  lhall  call  me  to  reft, 
Hear  my  laft  wifhes,  my  laft  requeft. 


When  my  laft  moments  on  earth  draw  near, 
When  my  own  voice  you  no  longer  hear, 
Then  gather  round  me,  and  fing  the  fong 
We  have  fung  together  and  loved  fo  long. 


Sing  of  His  love,  who  has  died  to  fave, 
Him  who  has  entered  and  fpoiled  the  grave ; 
Sing  with  glad  accents  and  grateful  heart, 
Sing  till  my  fpirit  in  peace  depart. 
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Fold  my  cold  hands  on  my  quiet  breaft, 
Clofe  my  tired  eyelids  in  gentle  reft, 
One  farewell  kifs  of  affefrion  take, — 
Leave  me  till  Chrift  fhall  my  (lumber  break. 

To  our  laft  dwelling-place  bear  me  along 
With  fweeteft  mufic  of  chimes  and  fong ; 
There  let  the  evergreen  branches  wave, 
And  bright  flowers  bloiTom  around  my  grave. 

Though  a  long  darknefs  has  veiled  my  eyes, 
Still  let  them  look  to  the  eaftern  Ikies ; 
There,  where  the  Morning  Star  rofe  bright, 
Jefus,  the  Sun  of  our  darkeft  night. 

Carve  but  thefe  words  on  the  fimple  ftone, 
'  Living  and  dying,  of  Jefus  alone 
Ever  he  fpoke  to  the  Church  beneath; 
Sweet  to  him,  therefore,  was  life  and  death? 
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When  ye  revifit  the  peaceful  fpot, 
Come  with  foft  tears  and  with  tender  thought ; 
Look  up  to  heaven  in  hope  and  prayer, 
Jefus  again  will  unite  us  there ! 
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BE  THOU  MY  FRIEND. 

1  Sey  du  mein  Freund,  undfchau  in  meine  Bru/i.' 

*  Henceforth,  I  call  you  not  fervants,  but  I  have  called  you 
friends/ — John^v.  15. 

I?  E  Thou  my  Friend,  and  look  upon  my  heart, 

Lord  Jefus,  Son  of  man ! 
*  Each  feed  of  good  or  ill  that  there  has  part 
Do  Thou  in  mercy  fcan. 
The  burning  fprings  there  lurking, 

O  Lord,  Thou  canft  control, 
And  each  wild  paffion,  working 
Within  my  finful  foul. 

In  mortal  weaknefs,  once  was  veiled  Thy  might, 

Light  of  Eternal  Day ! 
Before  Thee  lay  temptation's  dreary  fight, 

And  yet, — Thou  went'ft  that  way ! 


' 
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And  Thou  couldft  weep  with  forrow, 

Or  fhare  our  bridal  mirth, 
And  yet  no  tarnifh  borrow 

From  this  polluted  earth. 

Beneath  Thy  feet  the  realms  of  earth  were  fpread, 

All  bathed  in  golden  glofs ; 
One  word  had  laid  their  crowns  upon  Thy  head, 
Yet, — Thou  couldft  choofe  the  crofs ! 
And  from  Thy  throne  defcending, 
Couldft  take  the  pilgrim's  path, 
And  with  Thy  hofts  attending, 
Couldft  die  a  murderer's  death  ! 

How  the  world  hated  Thee,  and  vengeance  hurled 
Againft  Thee, — great  Unknown  ! 

How  Thou  didft  love  this  poor  and  blinded  world, 
And  bought  her  for  Thine  own ! 
Her  arrows  pierced  through  Thee, 
From  cruel,  willing  hands ; 
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Yet  Thou  wouldft  draw  her  to  Thee 
With  loving,  gentle  bands. 

Thou  haft  returned,  all  pure  and  holy,  home, 

My  Brother,  and  my  Lord ! 
And  when  with  trembling  to  Thy  throne  I  come, 
My  Refuge  is  Thy  word. 
There,  by  Thine  arm  faft  holding, 

And  hidden,  by  Thy  grace, 

Within  Thy  robe's  deep  folding, 

Let  me  behold  God's  face. 

Yes !  be  my  Friend,  and  look  upon  my  heart, 

On  all  that's  hidden  there-, 
The  deeper  guilt  that  ftings  me  with  its  dart, 
The  unknown  fins  I  bear  ; 
The  paffions  that  diftrefs  me, 

Let  Thy  pure  prefence  flay ; 
The  forrows  that  opprefs  me 
Before  Thee  flee  away. 
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Oh,  fhine  upon  me  with  Thy  holy  light, 

When  gathering  gloom  I  fee, 
And  leave  me  not  in  tribulation's  night, 
But  fend  fweet  peace  to  me ! 
The  chains  of  fin  diffever, 

Bind  fancy's  wildeft  play ; 

Then,  then,  my  Lord,  for  ever 

Take  grief  and  fin  away ! 
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AS  THOU  WILT. 

1  Wie  Gott  will!  alfo  will  ichfagen.' 
'The  will  of  the  Lord  be  done.' — Acts  xxi.  14. 

\\  S  Thou  wilt,  my  God !  I  ever  fay  -, 

What  Thou  wilt  is  ever  beft  for  me ; 
What  have  I  to  do  with  earthly  care, 

Since  to-morrow  I  may  leave  with  Thee? 
3^^  Lord,  Thou  knoweft,  I  am  not  my  own, 

All  my  hope  and  help  depend  on  Thee  alone. 

As  Thou  wilt !  ftill  I  can  believe , 
Never  did  the  word  of  promife  fail. 

Faith  can  hold  it  fall:,  and  feel  it  fure, 

Though  temptations  cloud  and  fears  afTail. 

Why  art  thou  difquieted,  O  my  foul, 

When  thy  Father  knows,  and  rules  the  whole  ? 
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As  Thou  wilt !  ftill  I  can  endure ; 

Patiently  my  daily  crofs  can  bear ; 
Why  lhould  I  complain,  a  pardoned  child, 

If  the  children's  portion  here  I  fhare  ? 
As  Thou  wilt,  my  Father  and  my  God ! 
I  can  drink  the  cup,  and  kifs  the  rod. 

As  Thou  wilt !  ftill  I  can  hope  on. 

Sunfhine  may  return  when  ftorms  have  paft ; 
Thine  All-feeing  Eye  of  fleeplefs  love 

Watches  o'er  my  path  from  firft  to  laft. 
When  Thou  wilt,  upon  the  defert  plain 
Springs  may  rife  anew,  and  rivers  flow  again. 

As  Thou  wilt !  all  life's  journey  through, 
To  Thy  will  my  own  I  would  refign ; 

If  on  earth  I  have  but  little  ftore, 
Be  it  fo !  all  heaven  fhall  be  mine ; 

Or  if  but  Thyfelf,  my  God,  art  given, 

Nothing  more  I  need,  or  afk  in  earth  or  heaven. 
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As  Thou  wilt !  when  Thine  hour  has  come, 
Let  Thy  fervant,  Lord,  in  peace  depart  •, 

Good  it  is  to  love  and  ferve  Thee  here, 
Better  to  be  with  Thee  where  Thou  art. 

When,  or  where,  or  how  the  call  may  be, 

It  will  not  come  too  early,  or  too  late  for  me. 

As  Thou  wilt,  O  Lord !  I  afk  no  more. 

With  the  promife,  Faith  purfues  her  way, 
Patience  can  endure  through  forrow's  night, 

Hope  can  look  beyond,  to  Heaven's  own  day, 
Love  can  wait,  and  truft,  and  labour  ftill ; — 
Life  and  death  (hall  be,  according  to  Thy  will ! 
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SABBATH  HYMN. 

i  Zeige  Dich  uns  ohne  Hiille.' 
(l  was  in  the  Spirit  on  the  Lord's  day.' — Rev.  i.  10. 

ORD,  remove  the  veil  away, 
Let  us  fee  Thyfelf  today ! 
Thou  who  cameft  from  on  high, 
For  our  fins  to  bleed  and  die, 
Help  us  now  to  caft  afide 
All  that  would  our  hearts  divide, 
With  the  Father  and  the  Son 
Let  Thy  living  Church  be  one. 


Oh,  from  earthly  cares  fet  free, 
Let  us  find  our  reft  in  Thee ! 
May  our  toils  and  conflicts  cease, 
In  the  calm  of  Sabbath  peace, 
That  Thy  people,  here  below, 
Something  of  the  blifs  may  know, 
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Something  of  the  reft  and  love 
In  the  Sabbath-home  above. 

From  beyond  the  grave's  dark  night 
What  mild  radiance  meets  my  fight  ? 
Softly  ftealing  on  the  ear, 
What  ftrange  mufic  do  I  hear  ? 
'Tis  the  golden  crowns  on  high, 
'Tis  the  chorus  of  the  fky  ! 
Lord,  .Thy  finful  child  prepare 
For  a  place  and  portion  there. 

Give  my  foul  the  fpotlefs  drefs 
Of  Thy  perfect  righteoufnefs  •, 
Then  at  length,  a  welcome  gueft, 
I  fhall  enter  to  the  feaft, 
Take  the  harp,  and  raife  the  fong, 
All  Thy  ranfomed  ones  among ; 
Earthly  cares  and  forrows  o'er, 
Joys  to  laft  for  evermore ! 
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WHAT  PLEASES  GOD. 

i  Was  Gott  gefallty  mein  frommes  Kind.' 

'  Whatfoever  the  Lord  pleafed,  that  did  He  in  heaven,  and  in 
earth,  in  the  feas,  and  all  deep  places.' — Psalm  cxxxv.  6. 


HAT  God  decrees,  child  of  His  love, 
Take  patiently,  though  it  may  prove 
The  ftorm  that  wrecks  thy  treafure  here, 
Be  comforted  !  thou  needft  not  fear 
What  pleafes  God. 


The  wifeft  will  is  God's  own  will ; 
Reft  on  this  anchor  and  be  ftill ; 
For  peace  around  thy  path  fhall  flow, 
When  only  wifhing  here  below 
What  pleafes  God. 
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The  trueft  heart  is  God's  own  heart, 
Which  bids  thy  grief  and  fear  depart ; 
Protecting,  guiding,  day  and  night, 
The  foul  that  welcomes  here  aright 
What  pleafes  God. 


Oh  !  could  I  fing,  as  I  defire, 
My  grateful  voice  ihould  never  tire, 
To  tell  the  wondrous  love  and  power, 
Thus  working  out,  from  hour  to  hour, 
What  pleafes  God. 


The  King  of  kings,  He  rules  on 

earth, 
He  fends  us  forrow  here,  or  mirth, 
He  bears  the  ocean  in  His  hand ; 
And  thus  we  meet,  on  fea  or  land, 
What  pleafes  God 
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His  Church  on  earth  He  dearly 

loves, 
Although  He  oft  its  fin  reproves ; 
The  rod  itfelf,  His  love  can  fpeak, 
He  fmites  till  we  return  to  feek 
What  pleafes  God. 


Then  let  the  crowd  around  thee  feize 
The  joys  that  for  a  feafon  pleafe, 
But  willingly  their  paths  forfake, 
And  for  thy  blefled  portion  take 
What  pleafes  God. 


Art  thou  defpifed  by  all  around  ? 
Do  tribulations  here  abound  ? 
Jefus  will  give  the  viftory, 
Becaufe  His  eye  can  fee  in  thee 
What  pleafes  God. 
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Thy  heritage  is  fafe  in  heaven ; 
There  fhall  the  crown  of  joy  be  given; 
There,  flialt  thou  hear,  and  fee,  and  know, 
As  thou  couldft  never  here  below, 
What  pleafes  God. 
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AT  LAST. 

'  Zuletzt  gehfs  <voohV 

'For  furely  there  is  an  end;  and  thine  expectation  fhall  not  be 
cut  off.' — Prov.  xxiii.  18. 

x  T  laft  all  fhall  be  well  with  thofe,  His  own, 

X 

Whom  Chrift  from  fin  and  Satan  has 

made  free ; 
At  laft  fhall  come  the  year  of  jubilee, 
The  time  of  reft,  when  all  their  fears  are  flown. 

At  laft  fhall  come  the  glory  and  reward, 

When  we  have  flood  the  world's  reproach  and  lofs, 
When  faith  and  love  have  meekly  borne  the  crofs, 

And  the  good  fervants  are  made  like  their  Lord. 

29 
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At  lafl:  the  foldier  fhall  receive  his  crown, 

Brought  from  the  field,  home  to  his  fatherland ; 
For  ever  in  a  peaceful  lot  to  ftand, 

His  foes  all  vanquished,  and  his  arms  laid  down. 

At  lafl:  the  water  fhall  be  turned  to  wine, 
And  all  the  marriage  guefts,  in  blifs  above, 
The  wonders  trace  of  God's  redeeming  love, 

His  counfels  all  fulfilled,  and  plans  divine. 

At  lafl,  not  yet,  into  the  heavenly  reft 

The  Lord  fhall  lead  His  faints,  and  give  them  there, 
Made  like  the  angels,  angel  joys  to  fhare, 

Ever  with  Him  and  with  each  other  bleft. 

At  laft,  not  yet ; — O  weary  heart,  be  ftill ! 

Truft  to  thy  God,  thy  Saviour,  and  thy  Fiiend, 
Who  chaftens  now,  but  loves  unto  the  end. 

So  be  it,  Lord  !  good  is  Thy  holy  will. 

cO^O^)  - 
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THE  GRAVEYARD. 

'  Ich  ewei/s  einJlilleSj  liebes  Land,' 
1  Weep  ye  not  for  the  dead,  neither  bemoan  him.' — Jer.  xxii.  10. 

7  KNOW  a  fweet  and  filent  fpot, 
And  gladly  there  I  flay, 
Though  many  near  me  heed  it  not, 
Or  wiili  it  far  away. 

Tis  but  a  narrow  (trip  of  land, 

Hedged  in,  and  decked  with  flowers ; 

Yet  all  around  it  tokens  ftand, 
Of  other  world  than  ours. 


Thefe  little  mounds  men  fcarcely  fee, 
Nor  dream  of  gold  concealed ; 

But  they  are  precious  mines  to  me, 
Where  treafures  vaft  are  fealed. 
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Here,  as  befide  fome  bound'ry-ftone, 

The  child  of  troubled  time 
Looks  upward,  where  his  friends  are  gone, 

And  feeks  their  brighter  clime. 

Here,  I  have  gathered  ftrength  and  light 

For  all  my  future  way; 
Here,  faith  is  nearly  turned  to  fight, 

And  night  almoft  to  day. 

And  not  afar,  I  fee  the  day 

Which  daily  draws  more  near, 
When  pafling  friends  fhall  paufe,  and  fay, 
1  Our  brother's  grave  is  here !* 

But  I'll  have  journeyed,  glad  and  free, 

Far  from  this  filent  fpot, 
While  leaving  to  its  fanftuary 

What  other's  hands  have  brought; 
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And  in  my  Father's  happy  land 
Have  met  my  own  once  more, 

Where  we  {hall  fcarcely  underftand 
Why  we  have  wept  before. 
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FUNERAL  HYMN. 

'  Lebwoh!  die  Erde  quartet  deinS 

'Then  fhall  the  dull  return  to  the  earth  as  it  was;  and  the  rpirit 
fhall  return  to  God  who  gave  it.' — Eccles.  xii.  7. 

ELOVED  and  honoured,  fare  thee  well! 
Go  in  thy  laft  long  home  to  dwell ; 
Softly  our  loving  hands  prepare 
Thy  narrow  bed, — fleep  foftly  there  ! 

Love  looks  below,  with  weeping  eyes, 
Where  her  long-cherifhed  treafure  lies. 
Our  fweet  companionfhip  is  o'er, 
Our  pilgrim  friend  returns  no  more ! 
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Earth  takes  her  own — this  mortal  frame ; 
Eternity  her  part  fhall  claim ; 
And  fo  we  fay,  in  humble  truft, 
The  foul  to  God— the  duft  to  duft. 

Then,  looking  up  through  forrow's  night, 
We  trace  the  fpirit's  homeward  flight ; 
The  Prince  of  Life  has  marked  that  road, 
Through  the  dark  valley,  home  to  God. 

Where  once  the  Mafter  lowly  lay, 
Let  the  tired  fervant  reft  to-day, 
And  in  the  Father's  houfe  above 
For  ever  fhare  his  Mafter's  love. 


Thanks  for  thy  joy,  all  dangers  paft ! 
Thanks  for  our  own  good  hope  at  laft ! 
Weeping  endureth  for  a  night, 
Joy  cometh  with  the  morning  light. 
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Lord,  will  that  morning  foon  appear  I 
May  our  own  fummons  now  be  near  ? 
Shall  forrow  foon  be  paft  and  gone  ? 
Thy  will  be  done !  Thy  will  be  done ! 

Only  prepare  us,  all  Thy  will 
Gladly  to  fuffer,  or  fulfil ; 
Then  call  us  to  Thy  heavenly  reft, 
With  Thee,  and  with  our  brother  bleft. 
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MINISTERING  ANGELS. 

'Urn  die  Erd'  und  um  ihr  Kinder? 

6  Are  they  not  all  miniftering  fpirits,  fent  forth  to  minifter  for 
them  who  mail  be  heirs  of  falvation?' — Heb.  i.  14. 

^^fiOUND  this  earth,  and  round  her  children, 
jaj      Floats  a  fpirit  land  unfeen ; 
vs  When  our  earthly  courfe  is  ended, 
When  the  veil  fhall  rife  between, 
When  we  crofs  this  mortal  threshold, 

When  we  take  our  heavenward  way, 
Angel  brothers  fhall  uphold  us — 
Brothers  of  Eternity. 

God's  own  children,  pure  and  holy ! 

You  the  mefTengers  He  fends ; 
Tis  an  ever  fweet  remembrance, 

That  you  are  our  guardian  friends, — 
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That  you  watch  our  life-long  journey, 
That,  unfeen,  you  oft  are  near, 

Holy  thoughts  and  deeds  to  ftrengthen, 
Or  to  dry  the  mourner's  tear. 

Who  would  not  retreat  in  terror 

From  the  evil  yet  undone ; 
Who  not  turn  with  fhame  and  mourn- 
ing. 
From  the  evil  course  begun  ; 
Who  would  ere  be  found  forget- 
ful 
Of  his  calling  and  his  vow, 
If  the  thought  had  only  rifen, 
1  Angels  are  among  us  now?' 

Rife,  my  foul,  in  heart  to  meet  them, 
When  this  earth  would  chain  thee  fail ; 

Rife  among  thefe  free-born  fpirits, 
When  her  coils  are  round  thee  cail ; 
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Be  courageous,  'tis  thy  journey 
Out  of  darknefs  into  light ; 

God  and  angels  are  around  thee, 
Tremble  not,  but  rife  and  fight. 
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THE  MIDNIGHT  CRY. 

i  Der  Herr  bricht  einy  nm  Mittemacht.' 

'And  what  I  fay  unto  you,  I  fay  unto  all,  Watch.' — 
Mark  xiii.  37. 

HE  Lord  fhall  come  in  dead  of  night, 
When  all  is  ftillnefs  round ; 

How  happy  they,  whofe  lamps  are  bright, 
Who  hail  the  trumpet's  found ! 

How  blind  and  dead  the  world  appears ! 

How  deep  her  (lumbers  are ! 
Still  dreaming  that  the  day  fhe  fears 

Is  diftant  and  afar  ! 


Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther.  237 

Who  fpends  his  day  in  holy  toil, 

His  talent  ufed  aright, 
That  he  may  hafte,  with  heavenly  fpoil, 

To  meet  his  Lord  that  night  ? 

Are  ye  aroufing  from  their  deep, 

The  faints  who  dare  to  reft, 
And  calling  every  one  to  keep 

A  watch  more  true  and  bleft  ? 

Wake  up,  my  heart  and  foul,  anew, 

Let  fleep  no  moment  claim ; 
But  hourly  watch,  as  if  ye  knew 

This  night  the  Mafter  came. 

The  Lord  fhall  come  in  dead  of  night, 

When  all  is  ftillnefs  round; 
How  happy  they  whofe  lamps  are  bright, 

Who  hail  the  trumpet's  found ! 
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FOR  EVER  WITH  THE  LORD. 

6  Wtr  werden  hei  dem  Herrnfeyn  allezeit.' 
1  And  fo  fhall  we  ever  be  with  the  Lord.' — 1  Thess.  iv.  17. 

ET  SWEET  home  echo  on  the  pilgrim's  way, 
Thrice  welcome  mefTage  from  a  land  of 
light! 
fifch   As  through  a  clouded  fky  the  moonbeams  ftray, 
So  on  Eternity's  deep  fhrouded  night 
Streams  a  mild  radiance,  from  that  cheering  word, 
'  So  fhall  we  be  for  ever  with  the  Lord.' 

At  home  with  Jefus !  He  who  went  before, 
For  His  own  people  manfions  to  prepare  •, 

The  foul's  deep  longings  {tilled,  its  conflicts  o'er, 
All  reft  and  bleflednefs  with  Jefus  there. — 

What  home  like  this  can  the  wide  earth  afford  ? 

'  So  fhall  we  be  for  ever  with  the  Lord.' 
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With  Him  all  gathered !  to  that  blefTed  home, 
Through  all  its  windings,  ftill  the  pathway  tends, 

While  ever  and  anon  bright  glimpfes  come 
Of  that  fair  city  where  the  journey  ends. 

Where  all  of  blifs  is  centred  in  one  word, 

1  So  ftiall  we  be  for  ever  with  the  Lord.' 

Here,  kindred  hearts  are  fevered  far  and  wide, 
By  many  a  weary  mile  of  land  and  fea, 

Or  life's  all-varied  cares,  and  paths  divide ; — 
But  yet  a  joyful  gathering  fliall  be, 

The  broken  links  repaired,  the  loft  reftored, 

'  So  ftiall  we  be  for  ever  with  the  Lord.' 

And  is  there  ever  perfeft  union  here? 

Ah !  daily  fins,  lamented  and  confeft, 
They  come  between  us  and  the  friends  moft  dear, 

They  mar  our  blefTednefs  and  break  our  reft. 
With  life  we  leave  the  evils  long  deplored : 
1  So  ftiall  we  be  for  ever  with  the  Lord.' 
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All  prone  to  error — none  fet  wholly  free 
From  the  old  ferpent's  foul-enfnaring  chain, 

The  truths  one  child  of  God  can  clearly  fee, 
He  feeks  to  make  his  brother  feel  in  vain ; 

But  all  fhall  harmonize  in  heaven's  full  chord, 

c  So  fhall  we  be  for  ever  with  the  Lord.' 

O  precious  promife,  mercifully  given, 

Well  may  it  hufh  the  wail  of  earthly  woe ; 
O'er  the  dark  pafTage  to  the  gates  of  heaven 
The  light  of  hope  and  refurreftion  throw ! 
Thanks  for  the  blefled,  life-infpiring  word, 
6  So  fhall  we  be  for  ever  with  the  Lord !' 
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YET  THERE  IS  ROOM. 

i  Es  ijl  noch  Raum!  Jein  Hans  iji  noch  nicht  *volU 

6  Lord,  it  is  done  as  Thou  haft  commanded,  and  yet  there  is 
room.' — Luke  xiv.  22- 


1^>  ET  there  is  room !  room  in  His  houfe  to 
fill, 

Though  countlefs  hofts  appear ; 
See,  at  His  table  vacant  places  ftill, 
Oh,  waited  guefts,  draw  near  ! 
Forfake  your  vain  and  fading  pleasures, 
And  take  His  offered,  boundlefs  trea- 
fures : 

Yet  there  is  room ! 
31 
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Yet  there  is  room !  The  many  ranfomed  there 

Suffice  not  for  His  love  •, 

He  longs  that  every  one  His  grace  would  mare, 

His  faving  mercy  prove; 

For  ftill  He  flands  with  finners  pleading, 

His  voice  in  heaven  ftill  interceding. 

Yet  there  is  room  ! 

Yet  there  is  room !  Oh  finner,  paufe  again, 

Think  of  this  call  once  more  ; 

Or  is  your  heart  fo  clofed,  that  Chrhl:  in  vain 

Stands  knocking  at  the  door  ? 

All  His  long-offered  love  discarded, 

Himfelf  a  flranger  difregarded, 

Who  finds  no  room  ? 

Yet  there  is  room !  Oh  fhame,  to  feel  no  need, 

No  hungering  after  good, 

Content  upon  these  empty  hulks  to  feed, 

So  near  to  heavenly  food ! 

Food,  offered  ftill  if  you  accept  it ; 
But  know,  for  thofe  who  will  rejeft  it, 
There  is  no  room ! 

Yet  there  is  room  !  Oh  finner,  hear  it  ftill, 
And  then  the  words  repeat ! — 

Come,  feeble,  weak,  defpairing  if  you  will, 
Come  to  the  Saviour's  feet. 

Say,  ■  Jefus,  give !  in  full  furrender, 

I  come  my  worthlefs  heart  to  tender — 
An  empty  room.' 

Yet  there  is  room!  When  earth  can  give  no 
more 
A  dwelling  to  her  gueft, 
Thank  God!  the  Chriftian  fees  a  brighter  ihore, 

And  home  of  endlefs  reft. 
It  is  enough,  when  death  is  nearing, 
This  bleft  affiirance  to  be  hearing, 

Yet  there  is  room  ! 
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Yet  there  is  room  !  a  heavenly  dwelling-place, 

How  infinitely  wide ! 
There  refts  the  foul,  beholding  Jefus'  face, 

And  it  is  fatisfied. 
The  flock,  who  follow  Him  through  fadnefs, 
Are  gathering  there  in  holy  gladnefs. 

Yet  there  is  room  ! 


SPRING. 

'  Hor  ich  euch  avieder,  ifrv  Tone  des  Frubling'j,  erklingen.' 

'And  He  hath  put  a  new  fong  in  my  mouth,  even  praife  unto 
our  God.' — Psalm  xl.  3. 

S^SOICES  of  fpring,  with  what  gladnefs  I  hear 
you  again, 
Praifes  to  heaven  afcending  from  mountain 
and  plain ! 
I  too  would  raife, 
Humbly,  an  anthem  of  praife, 
Joining  in  Nature's  glad  ftrain. 

Liften,  my  foul,  to  the  chorus  on  earth  and  in  air ; 
All  things  created  the  praife  of  their  Maker  declare ! 

Shalt  thou  alone, 

Silent,  refuse  to  make  known 
All  the  rich  grace  thou  doft  fhare  ? 
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Hath  not  the  heavenly  fpring-time  of  Hope  come  to 

thee, 
From  the  long  winter  of  error  and  forrow  fet  free  ? 

While  its  foft  light, 

Stealing  acrofs  the  dark  night 
Ev'n  of  the  grave,  thou  canft  fee ! 

Oh  Thou  Almighty,  All-merciful  Saviour  and  Lord ! 
Would  that  each  feeling,  each  thought  of  my  foul,  could 
record 

All  the  deep  love, 

Which,  from  Thy  fulnefs  above, 
Into  this  heart  Thou  haft  poured ! 

Now  let  me  praife  Thee  !     Thou  knoweft  how  blindly 

and  long 
All  Thy  kind  dealings  I  read  and  interpreted  wrong, 

Murmured  and  wept, 

Wilfully  wandered  and  flept, 
In  my  rebellion  fo  ftrong. 
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But  as  the  cold  frofts  of  winter  diflblve  and  give  way, 
When  on  their  furface  the  funfhine  and  foft  breezes 
play- 
So  from  the  heart 
Coldnefs  and  darknefs  depart, 
Under  Thy  love's  cheering  ray. 

Give  me  a  harp !  from  the  valley  of  tears  let  me 
join 

Thofe  who  are  finging  above,  in  the  Prefence  Divine : 

Anthems  of  heaven — 

Praife  from  a  finner  forgiven — 
Sweetly  the  echoes  combine! 
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COMFORT. 

iO  <wie  mane  he ,  fchone  Stunde.' 

1  We  know  that  all  things  work  together  for  good  to  them  that 
love  God,  to  them  who  are  the  called  according  to  His 
purpofe.' — Rom.  viii.  28. 

|£J'  HOW  many  hours  of  beauty 

Has  the  Mafter  dealt  around ! 
And  how  many  broken  fpirits 
Has  He  tenderly  upbound! 

O  how  often,  to  refrefh  us, 

Warmly  beams  the  fun  of  life, 

Chafing  from  our  brows  the  furrows 
Gathered  in  its  gloom  and  ftrife. 
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Thus  it  will  go  on  for  ever 

Till  the  end  of  all  things  here ; 
Till  our  Lord  to  glory  call  us, 

In  His  prefence  to  appear. 

Then  the  Fatherland  to  enter, 
And  no  more  as  pilgrims  dreft ; 

But  adorned  with  all  the  fhining, 
Feftal  raiment  of  the  bleft. 

Should  not  this  thy  fpirit  ftxengthen 

To  rejoice,  be  calm  and  ftill, 
And  to  follow  where  He  leadeth, 

Let  Him  lead  thee  where  He  will  ? 

All  things  work  for  thy  falvation, 
If  indeed  thou  art  His  friend : 
Tarry  but  a  little  feafon, 
Only  wait  until  the  end. 
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So  the  bittereft,  as  the  fweeteft, 
Serve  alike  to  lead  to  heaven ; 

Nor  thy  voice  alone  fhall  praife  Him, 
For  the  crofs  that  once  was  given. 

Doubtlefs  rugged  heights  arifing, 
Fill  thy  heart  with  deep  alarms, 

But  where  thou  canfl:  not  furmount  them, 
Chrift  will  bear  thee  in  His  arms. 

Only  journey  ever  onward, 

Farther  on  the  homeward  way, 

Ever  with  an  eye  uplifted 

To  the  clearer  realms  of  day. 

Fearlefs  thou  mayeft  tread  the  valley, 
All  in  ihadow  though  it  be, 

When  the  open  blue  of  heaven 

Shines  beyond  the  gloom  for  thee. 
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THE  MISSIONARY'S  FAREWELL. 

i  Ichjlehe  noch  auf  heimathliche  Stranded 

'How  beautiful  upon  the  mountains  are  the  feet  of  him  that 
bringeth  good  tidings,  that  publifheth  peace!' — Isaiah  lii.  7. 

TILL  on  the  fhores  of  home  my  feet  are 

{landing, 
But  home  itfelf  even  now  behind  me  lies  •, 
f$£E  Still  my  fhip's  anchor  holds — but  fail  are  breaking 
Round  this  fad  heart  the  dearefl,  flrongeft 
ties. 

Slowly  and  painfully  thofe  bonds  are  parting, 
Now  only  known  to  clafp  fo  clofe,  fo  flrong ; — 

Fain  would  the  tree  grow  on,  nor  bear  tranfplanting 
From  the  loved  foil  where  it  has  flood  fo  long! 
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Yonder,  where  I  muft  go,  the  earth  and  heaven 

Another  afpect  will  appear  to  wear, 
A  fiercer  fun  will  fhine  in  noon-day  fplendour, 

And  ftars  unknown  light  up  the  darknefs  there. 

The  cradle-fong,  which  foothed  my  childhood's  (lumbers, 
The  words  of  love  and  prayer,  will  found  no  more ; 

All  harlh  will  feem  the  unfamiliar  accents, 

Which  greet  the  ftranger  on  that  diftant  fhore. 

1  Remain,  remain!'  I  hear  my  dear  ones  calling, 
■  Remain  among  us,  loved  and  loving,  ftill ! 
Tempt  not  the  wild  waves  of  the  ftormy  ocean, 
Tempt  not  the  blinded  heathen's  wilder  will!' 

Yes,  I  would  ft  ay,  did  I  not  hear  another, 
A  heavenly  call,  which  tells  me  to  depart  •, 

His  voice,  who  lingered  not,  when  love  and  pity 
For  helplefs,  hopelefs  finners  filled  His  heart. 
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His  voice  I  hear — and  theirs,  the  loft,  the  dying, — 
The  wail  of  heathen  anguifh  o'er  the  fea ! 

They  muft  not  perifh  thus,  unheard,  unheeded ; 
The  flaves  of  Satan  muft  be  yet  fet  free ! 

Lord,  I  obey;  I  go,  where  Thou  appointed, 

A  willing  fervant,  to  the  harveft  field ; 
Nor  will  I  turn  again,  my  poft  forfaking, 

Though  only  thorns  and  briers  the  toil  fhould  yield. 

The  fignal  waves — Adieu,  my  own,  my  deareft  ! 

Remember  in  your  prayers  the  abfent  one; 
And  mourn  me  not — ye  know  the  Friend  Almighty, 

All- wife,  All-loving,  who  has  with  me  gone ! 
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THE  SHEPHERDS. 

6 Wo  L'dmmer Jchlafen. 

'  Glory  to  God  in  the  higheft,  and  on  earth  peace,  good  -will 
toward  men.' — Luke  ii.  14. 

J  HERE   the    lambs   fleep,    there   fhepherds 
watch  around ; 
jQ|S\  Where  ihepherds  pray,  there  angels  fill  the 

plain; 
Where  angels  ling,  heaven  comes  to  earth  again  -, 
Where  Jefus  is,  there  heaven  below  is  found. 

The  Ihepherds  watch  beneath  the  folemn  fky, 
Looking  above,  till  terror  dims  their  view : 
'  Thefe  blefTed  fongs,  come  they,  O  ftars,  from  you, 
Or  can  a  finner's  harp  be  tuned  fo  high?' 
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On  earth  appeared  a  fhining  angel  hoft, 

And  thus  their  heavenly  meflage,  wondering,  told, 
c  To  you  the  Saviour,  Chrift,  is  born  to-day !' 
Forfaking  all,  the  watchers  fped  away 
To  feek  their  Shepherd,  and  to  join  His  fold, — 
Sure  this  glad  night  no  little  lamb  is  loft !' 
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MORNING  HYMN. 

1  Freundy  komm  in  die  Fruhe* 

1  Be  Thou  at  my  right  hand,  and  I  mail  not  be  moved/- 
Psalm  xvi.  8. 


OME  at  the  morning  hour, 
s  Come,  in  Thy  love  and  power, 
Friend  of  my  heart ! 
For  all  the  weary  way, 
And  burdens  of  the  day, 
Grace  to  impart. 

Thou  makeft  bright 
The  early  light ; 
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Give  me  ftrength  in  weaknefs,  joy  in  toil, 
With  Thy  morning  fmile. 

When  from  the  noon-day  heat 
Fain  would  I  make  retreat, 

Come,  gracious  Lord ; 
Thy  cheering  bleffing  fhed, 
Thy  foul-refrefhments  fpread 
Around  my  board. 
Oh,  heavenly  Gueft, 
What  peace,  what  reft, 
With  Thy  prefence  comes,  while  all  our  care 
Thou  Thyfelf  wilt  bear  ! 


When  evening  lhadows  fall, 
And  twilight  fteals  o'er  all, 

Still  be  Thou  near. 
Sun,  now  withdraw  thy  light! 
A  radiance  yet  more  bright 

This  heart  can  cheer. 
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The  peace  within, 
Of  pardoned  fin, 
Soul  and  fpirit  hufhed  in  tranquil 
blifs,— 
Where  is  reft  like  this  ? 

When  midnight  darknefs  lies 
Deep  over  earth  and  fkies, 
While  thoughts  of  fear, 
And  evil  fpirits'  power, 
Make  the  myfterious  hour 
More  dark  and  drear, — 
My  foul,  be  ftill, 
Dread  nought  of  ill ; 
Clofe  my  eyes,  in  peace, — my  heavenly 
Guard 
Still  keeps  watch  and  ward. 

Let  day  proclaim  to  day, 
Night  to  night  ever  fay, 
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How  he  is  bleft, 
Who  can  the  Lord  of  all 
His  God  and  Father  call, 
And  fweetly  reft 
In  quiet  faith, 

Through  life,  through  death, 
Singing  the  fongs  on  earth  of  praife  and  love, 
While  angels  join  above  ! 
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EVENING  HYMN. 

cDer  Tag  ijl  bin. 
1  There  fhall  be  no  night  there.' — Rev.  xxii.  3. 

HE  day  departs*, 
My  foul  and  heart 

Long  for  that  better  morrow, 
When  Chrift  fhall  fet  His  people  free 

From  every  care  and  forrow. 


The  funfhine  bright 

Is  loft  in  night ; 
O  Lord,  Thyfelf  unveiling, 
Shine  on  my  foul,  with  beams  of  love, 
All  darknefs  there  difpelling! 
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The  noife  of  life, 

Labour  and  ftrife, 
Have  come  to  calm  cefTation ; 
Let  me  Thy  work  of  grace  review, 
In  holy  contemplation. 


Now  on  my  bed 
I  lay  my  head, 
My  weary  eyelids  doling ; 
Thus  fweetly,  Lord,  my  foul  would 
reft, 
On  Thy  fure  love  repofing. 


Be  Thou  ftill  nigh, 

With  fleeplefs  eye, 
While  Thy  poor  child  is  deeping, 
And  angel  guards,  at  Thy  command, 
Afar  all  danger  keeping. 
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This  fun  and  moon, 
This  night  and  noon, 
When  fhall  their  courfe  be 
ending  ? 
When  fhall  the  day  eternal  dawn 
Whofe  fun  has  no  defcending? 


The  land  above 
Of  peace  and  love, 

No  earthly  beams  need  brighten  ; 
For  all  its  borders  Chrift  Himfelf 

Doth  with  His  glory  lighten. 


O  to  be  there, 
That  blifs  to  fhare, 

Thefe  hallelujahs  singing! 
With  all  the  ranfomed  evermore 

My  joyful  praifes  bringing ! 
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Lord  Jefus,  Thou 
My  refuge  now, 
Forfake  Thy  fervant  never  ! 
Uphold  and  guide,  till  I  may  ftand 
Before  Thy  face  for  ever ! 
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THE  LITTLE  FLOCK. 

'Es  kennt  der  Herr  die  Seinen.' 
'The  Lord  knoweth  them  that  are  His.' — 2  Tim.  ii.  19. 

!>E  knoweth  all  His  people, — 
^Mif^       From  everlafling  knew, — 
The  greateft  and  the  fmalleft, 

The  many  and  the  few. 
Not  one  of  them  fhall  perifti ; 
He  guardeth  each  alone : 
In  living  and  in  dying 

They  ftiall  remain  His  own. 

The  little  flock  He  knoweth, — 
Who,  though  by  faith,  not  fight, 

Th*  Invifible  are  feeing, 
And  trufting  in  His  might. 
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Born  by  His  word  of  power, 

And  nourifhed  by  that  word ; 
Within  His  ftorehoufe  finding 

The  armour  of  their  Lord. 

And  thus  He  knows  His  people, — 

By  hope  fo  bright  and  bleft, 
By  faith  that  can  its  burden 

Upon  the  Saviour  reft ; 
And  by  the  look  of  gladnefs, 

Where  truth  fhines  forth  ferene, 
That  plant  that  ever  weareth 

An  amaranthine  green. 

He  knows  them  by  their  loving — 

The  fruit  of  His  own  love, 
And  by  their  earneft  longing 

To  pleafe  their  Lord  above-, 
By  their  long-fuffering  patience 

When  others  work  their  ill, 
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By  blefling  as  He  blefleth, 
And  bearing  all  His  will. 

And  thus  He  knows  His  people, — 

From  everlafting  knew, — 
The  greateft  and  the  fmalleft, 

The  many  and  the  few. 
Where  His  own  Spirit's  working 

In  gracious  power  is  feen, 
By  faith,  hope,  love  abounding, 

Where'er  His  flep  has  been. 

So  help  us,  Lord,  we  pray  Thee, 

Our  goings  thus  uphold, 
That  none  of  glory  rob  us, 

Nor  make  our  love  grow  cold  •, 
That  when  the  day  of  wonder 

Reveals  Thy  judgment  throne, 
We  may  look  up  rejoicing, 

Since  numbered  with  Thine  own. 
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OUR  ELIZA. 

1  Icb  hatte  der  Kinder  <viere.y 

'Is  it  well  with  the  child?     And  fhe  anfwered,  It  is  well.- 
2  Kings  iv.  26. 

£$$  HAD  once  four  lovely  children, 
And  now  I  have  three  alone ; 
The  fourth  to  the  golden  city- 
Through  the  gate  of  death  has  gone. 

My  boy  is  ftill  bright  and  blooming, 
And  two  of  my  daughters  fair ; 

The  third  in  her  grave  is  lying — 
Ah,  yes, — and  I  laid  her  there! 
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She  lay,  all  her  rofy  blufhes 
Now  changed  to  the  lilies  pale, 

She  faw  not  her  father  weeping, 
She  heard  not  her  mother's  wail. 

Then  her  mother's  arms  refigned  her 
To  the  laft  low  place  of  reft, 

And  her  father  lifted  to  heaven 
The  cry  of  a  foul  oppreft. 

Ah  me !  is  Ihe  ours  no  longer  ! 

Thofe  lips  with  their  fmiles  fo  fweet,- 
The  heaven  in  thofe  blue  eyes  fhining — 

The  mufic  of  thofe  fmall  feet ! 

Didft  thou  know,  O  mighty  Angel, 
When  in  the  dread  midnight  hour 

Thou  cameft,  for  Chrift's  own  garden 
To  gather  our  lovelieft  flower — 
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Didft  thou  know  how  our  hearts  were  breaking  ? 

Did  thine  with  companion  move  ? 
Yes !  yes !  the  land  whence  thou  cameft 

Is  the  land  and  home  of  love ! 


So  with  hearts  refigned,  though  bleeding, 
We  could  yield  her  to  thy  care : 

She  has  gone  to  the  home  of  Jefus, 
We  lhall  feek  and  find  her  there ! 
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EASTER  HYMN. 

6  Hallelujah!  Chrlftus  lebtl 

i  But  now  is  Chrift  rifen  from  the  dead,  and  become  the  firft- 
fruits  of  them  that  flept.' — 1  Cor.  xv.  ao. 

ALLELUJAH!  Jefus  lives! 

He  is  now  the  Living  One. 
From  the  gloomy  houfe  of  death 

Forth  the  Conqueror  has  gone, 
Bright  Forerunner  to  the  fkies 
Of  His  people,  yet  to  rife. 

Jefus  lives !  let  all  rejoice ! 

Praife  Him,  ranfomed  ones  of  earth ; 
Praife  Him,  in  a  nobler  fong, 

Cherubim  of  heavenly  birth ; 
Praife  the  Victor  King,  whofe  fway 
Sin,  and  death,  and  hell  obey. 
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Jefus  lives !  why  weepeft  thou  ? 

Why  that  fad  and  frequent  figh  ? 
He  who  died  our  Brother  here, 

Lives  our  Brother  ftill  on  high, — 
Lives  for  ever,  to  beftow 
Bleflings  on  His  Church  below. 

Jefus  lives !  and  thus,  my  foul, 

Life  eternal  waits  for  thee ; 
Joined  to  Him,  thy  living  Head, 

Where  He  is,  thou  too  fhalt  be-, 
With  Himfelf,  at  His  right  hand, 
Vi&or  over  death  flialt  ftand. 

Jefus  lives !  To  Him  my  heart 

Draws  with  ever  new  delight : 
Earthly  vanities,  depart ! 

Hinder  not  my  heavenward  flight ! 
Let  this  fpirit  ever  rife 
To  its  magnet  in  the  fides. 
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Hallelujah !  angels,  fing, 

Join  us  in  our  hymn  of  praife, 
Let  your  chorus  fwell  the  {train 
Which  our  feebler  voices  raife : 
Glory  to  our  God  above, 
And  on  earth  His  peace  and  love! 
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CONSOLATION. 

i  Herz,  du  haft  *viel  geweinet* 
%  even  I,  am  He  that  comforteth  you.' — Isaiah  li.  12. 

ONG  haft  thou  wept  and  forrowed, 

Poor  mourner !  dry  thy  tears  •, 
Behold,  with  light  and  comfort, 
Jefus  Himfelf  appears. 

All  other  hope  muft  perifh, 

All  earthly  props  decay ; 
Then  let  the  feed  be  buried, 

The  hulk  be  blown  away. 

Yet  think  not  God  has  granted 

But  to  recall  again, — 
His  gifts  of  love  and  goodnefs 

Shall  ever  thine  remain. 
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The  feed,  before  it  flourifh, 
Muft  low  in  darknefs  lie ; 

And  love,  to  live  for  ever, 
Muft  for  a  feafon  die. 

But  thofe  like  thee,  bereaved 
Within  earth's  darkened  home, 

Are  rich  in  many  a  promife 
And  pledge,  of  joys  to  come. 

'Truft  in  My  mercy  ever, 
My  people !  ■  faith  the  Lord  •, 

Hold  faft  in  deepeft  forrow 
That  foul-fuftaining  word. 

The  harveft  day  is  halting — 
The  reft  from  toil  and  pain, 

When  thofe  who  deep  in  Jefus 
Shall  come  with  Him  again. 
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And,  more  than  all  the  treafures 

That  morning  fhall  reftore, 
Himfelf,  Himfelf  fhall  meet  thee, 

Thy  portion  evermore! 

Then  reft,  fad  heart,  in  patience, 

With  this  petition  ftill, 
*  Lord,  all  thefe  vacant  places 

With  Thine  own  fulnefs  fill ! ' 
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'WE  ARE  THE  LORDS.' 

€  Wirfind  des  Herrns,* 
6  Ye  are  Chrift's,  and  Chrift  is  God's.' — 1  Cor.  iii.  33. 

5^S"®  ^  are  ^e  L°rd's ! — m  ^e>  m  death  remaining. 
We  are  the  Lord's, — the  Crucified,  the 
Son. 
We  are  the  Lord's, — the  mighty  King  now 
reigning, 
We  are  the  Lord's,- —who  fought  for  us  and  won. 


We  are  the  Lord's ! — His  holy  name  thus  naming, 
Ours  be  the  life  that  with  His  name  accords, 

By  thought,  by  fpeech,  by  deed,  each  day  proclaiming, 
Louder  than  words  can  fpeak,  'We  are  the  Lord's.' 
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We  are  the  Lord's ! — and  when  our  fouls  are  treading 
The  dreary  valley,  then  thefe  precious  words 

Difperfe  its  gloom,  a  holy  radiance  shedding, 
And  we  will  fear  no  ill — 'We  are  the  Lord's.' 


We  are  the  Lord's! — if  the  last  foe  alarm  us, 
That  mighty  arm  draws  near  and  help  affords  j 

And  death  has  loft  his  fting,  his  power  to  harm  us, 
When  we  can  calmly  fay,  'We  are  the  Lord's.' 
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LOVE  AND  THE  CROSS. 

*  Liebe  und  ein  Kreuz  dazu.' 

i  It  is  good  for  me  that  I  have  been  afflicted;  that  I  might  learn 
Thy  ftatutes.' — Psalm  cxix.  71. 

^  £  OVE  and  a  crofs,  together  bleft, 

Bring  to  the  Chriftian  peace  and  reft : 


Too  fweet  were  love,  if  felt  alone ; 
Too  fad  the  crofs,  with  love  unknown. 


And  fo  the  two  together  come, 
Sent  by  our  God  to  lead  us  home, 
And  guide  within  the  narrow  way 
Our  footfteps,  ever  prone  to  ftray. 

For  love,  when  it  is  fent  alone, 
And  pain  and  forrow  all  unknown, 
With  foft  enchantments  fills  the  heart, 
And  fteals  from  heaven  its  rightful  part. 
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Without  a  crofs,  love  is  but  blind, 
And  fond  illufions  cloud  the  mind, 
Until  by  forrow's  light  we  view- 
Realities,  of  falfe  and  true. 

But  when  a  crofs  is  felt  alone, 
And  all  the  joys  of  love  unknown, 
The  heart,  opprefled  without  relief, 
May  fink  beneath  its  load  of  grief  •, 

For  cares  and  burdens  doubly  prefs, — - 
Sorrow  has  added  bitter nefs, — 
All  hope  and  courage  feem  to  fly, 
While  dark  defpair  is  drawing  nigh. 

But  love  with  gentle  fmile  comes  near, 
Defpair  and  darknefs  difappear  ; 
While  flrength  and  energy  ftie  brings 
To  do  or  fuffer  wondrous  things. 
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Then  give  me,  Lord, — I  afk  no  more, — 
Thefe  bleflings,  from  Thy  wondrous  ftore, 
Love  and  the  crofs, — of  these  pofTeft, 
I  am  and  shall  be  ever  bleft. 
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MY  BELOVED  IS  MINE,  AND  I  AM  HIS. 

i  Liebey  die  um  mich  %nm  BildeS 
6  We  love  Him,  becaufe  He  firft  loved  us.' — i  John  iv.  19. 

,  OVED  ONE !  who,  by  grace  haft  wrought 
me 

Somewhat  to  Thy  likenefs  pure ; 
Loved  One !  who,  in  mercy,  fought  me, 

Loft  and  wretched,  blind  and  poor ; 
Loved  One !  hear  me  vow,  this  day, 
To  be  Thine  eternally. 

Loved  One!  who,  in  heaven,  chofe  me 

Ere  creation  found  me  here, — 
Loved  One!  who  once  ftooped  fo  lowly, 

As  among  us  to  appear ; 
Loved  One !  here  me  vow,  this  day, 
To  be  Thine  eternally. 
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Loved  One ! 

who  endured  fuch  anguifh 

Who  for 

man  fo  toiled  and  bled  •, 

Loved  One ! 

who  by  death  did  vanquish 

All  my  foes,  and  in  my  ftead ; 

Loved  One! 

here  me  vow,  this  day, 

To  be  Thine 

eternally. 

Loved  One! 

who  art  now  beftowing 

Light  anc 

knowledge,  truth  and  grace, — 

Loved  One! 

who  Thyfelf  art  fhowing 

As  the  finner's  hiding-place; 

Loved  One!  hear  me  vow,  this  day, 

To  be  Thine 

!  eternally. 

Loved  One ! 

who  for  ever  loves  me, 

Still  for  me  in  heaven  prays, — 

Loved  One! 

who  my  freedom  gives  me, 

And  the 

mighty  ranfom  pays  •, 

Loved  One! 

hear  me  vow,  this  day, 

To  be  Thine  eternally. 
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Loved  One !  who,  ere  long,  wilt  wake  me 
From  the  grave,  where  I  fhall  lie  -, 

Loved  One !  who,  ere  long,  wilt  make  me 
Sharer  of  Thy  blifs  on  high ; 

Loved  One!  hear  me  vow,  this  day, 

To  be  Thine  eternally. 
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'ONE  THING  IS  NEEDFUL.' 

1  Ach!  das  Her%  rverla[fend  Alles,' 

1  But  one  thing  is  needful :  and  Mary  hath  chofen  that  good  part 
which  fhall  not  be  taken  away  from  her.' — Luke  x.  42. 

H  !  the  heart  that  has  forfaken 
All  things  to  fecure  the  one, 

In  the  fecret  of  its  chambers 
Finds  the  joy  of  heaven  begun. 

Ah  !  the  heart  that  is  contented 
Nought  to  know  fave  God  alone, 

In  the  fulnefs  of  His  bleffing 
Finds  a  peace  before  unknown. 
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Ah !  the  heart  that  once  has  bathed 

In  Salvation's  boundlefs  fea, 
In  its  waters  drops  the  burden 

Of  a  lifetime's  mifery. 

Ah !  the  heart  that  lives  diflevered 
From  the  vain  delights  of  time, 

By  a  peaceful  path  is  treading 

Through  this  vale  of  tears  and  crime. 

O  that  thus  we  could  furrender 

Worldly  pomp,  and  pride,  and  fhow, 

Seeking  Him  in  whom  is  centred 
All  of  good  that  man  can  know ! 

O  that  thus  His  blefTed  prefence 
In  our  hearts  we  here  enjoyed ! 

For  without  Him  all  is  dreary, — 
Earth  is  dark,  and  vain,  and  void. 
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O  that  thus  our  eyes  were  reiting 
Evermore  on  Chrift  our  Bong, 

Until  confcience  lofe  its  burden, 
Life  its  load,  and  death  its  fting! 

Oh !  Thou  Fount  of  every  bleffing, 
Draw  us,  by  the  crofs,  till  we, 

Heart  and  foul,  and  will  and  fpirit, 
Are  for  ever  one  with  Thee ! 
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CONFESSION. 

c  Du  treues  Haupt!  ich  fag  es  mit  Empfindung.' 

1  God,  that  giveth  to  all  men  liberally,  and  upbraideth  not.'— 
James  i.  5. 

>JH,  faithful  God !  with  deep  and  fad  emotion, 
My  felfifh  waywardnefs  I  now  confefs, 
Mourning  o'er  vows  and  refolutions  broken, 
And  oft  refiftings  of  Thy  Spirit's  grace. 
How  fad  and  comfortlefs  the  retrofpeftion 

Of  wafted  days  and  years,  for  ever  gone, 
Plans  unaccomplifhed  all,  and  paths  forfaken, 
Where  Faith  and  hope  once  beckoned  brightly 
on! 


Here  is  my  heart !  oh,  keep  the  gift  for  ever ! 

So  often  given,  and  recalled  again, — 
So  often  raifed  before  in  high  afpirings, 

Then  downward  drawn  by  follies  wild  and  vain ! 
How  juft  were  now  Thy  holy  indignation, 

Telling  that  mercy's  day  of  grace  was  o'er ; 
But  Thou  '  upbraideft  not,'  oh,  ftill  be  gracious, 

Speak  the  kind  words  of  hope,  '  Begin  once  more!' 
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GRATITUDE. 

1  Wie  grofs  ift  des  Allmacbt'gen  Gute.' 

1  What  fhall  I  render  unto  the  Lord  for  all  His  benefits?' — 
Psalm  cxvi.  12. 

«|  OW  great  Jehovah's  love,  how  tender ! 
B .     He  hath  no  heart  who  fits  unmoved, 
Stifling  the  thanks  that  he  fhould  render, 
Nor  ever  thinks  that  he  is  loved. 
Yes !  and  that  love  to  fathom,  ever 

Shall  be  my  first,  my  earned  thought. 
This  mighty  Lord  forgets  me  never : 
Oh,  then,  my  foul,  forget  Him  not. 


Who  has  my  wondrous  lot  provided? 

The  Lord,  who  had  no  need  of  me. 
Who  has  my  ftumbling  footfteps  guided? 

He  whom  I  tried  to  fhun  and  flee. 
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Who  with  new  ftrength  revived  my  fpirit  ? 

And  who  this  inward  peace  has  given  ? 
Who  gives  me  all  things  to  inherit  ? 

Who,  but  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven ! 


Above  this  life  in  fpirit  bounding, 

Behold,  my  foul,  the  heavenly  blifs, 
Where  thou,  God's  glory  all  furrounding, 

Shall  ever  fee  Him  as  He  is ! 
Thefe  joys  thou  fhalt  be  foon  poffeffing, 

Thy  right  fhall  never  be  denied ; 
For  lo !  to  win  for  thee  the  bleiling, 

The  Saviour  came,  and  lived,  and  died. 


Then  fhall  I  not,  in  glad  allegiance, 
To  God  the  Lord  my  homage  pay, 

And  when  He  calls,  with  fwift  obedience, 
Go  where  I  fee  Him  point  the  way  ? 


Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther,  29 1 

His  love,  within  my  heart  now  reigning, 

Leads  me  to  duties  hid  before ; 
And  though  I  fail,  through  fin  remaining, 

It  fliall  not  have  dominion  more. 


Here,  then,  my  Saviour,  let  me  ever 

More  of  Thy  love  and  goodnefs  fee, 
To  ftrengthen  every  weak  endeavour 

That  dedicates  my  life  to  Thee ; 
To  cheer  when  forrow  clouds  my  dwelling, 

To  keep  me  fafe  in  joy's  bright  day, 
And  all  my  fears  of  guilt  difpelling, 

To  take  the  fting  of  death  away. 
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PRAYER. 

i  Die  Einfalt  fpricbt  von  Herzen.' 

'  Lord,  all  my  defire  is  before  Thee;  and  my  groaning  is  not 
hid  from  Thee/ — Psalm  xxxviii.  9. 

HE  fimple-hearted  pray, 
In  joy  and  grief,  alway, — 
Not  careful  how  to  choofe 
What  founding  words  to  ufe. 

Thus  little  children  pray ; 
And  who  receive  as  they  ? 
Their  childlike,  lifping  fpeech, 
A  father's  heart  mud  reach. 

So  let  us,  in  our  need, 
With  our  Great  Father  plead, 
And  with  no  fervile  fear, 
No  flavifh  dread,  draw  near. 
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But  ftill  my  hands  I  reach 
As  one  bereft  of  fpeech, 
And  dare  to  raife  my  eye 
For  mercy  from  on  high, — 

The  figh  without  a  word, 
The  brief,  'Have  mercy,  Lord!' 
Knocks  flraightway  at  His  door, 
Brings  bleffing  evermore. 

Though,  when  the  heart  o'erflows, 
And  fcarce  a  limit  knows, 
And  pleading  ftill  we  flay, 
He  will  not  turn  away ; — 

Yet  when  I  little  fay, 
When  grief  muft  have  its  way, 
When  fcarce  one  word  will  come 
Becaufe  my  heart  feems  dumb, 
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My  prayers  and  my  fighs 
Alike  before  Him  rife, 
And  by  His  love  are  found, 
That  knows  no  mortal  bound. 
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THE  FATHER  KNOWS  THEE ! 

'  Der  Vater  kennt  dichl  kenn  auch  ihnJ 
'He  knoweth  the  way  that  I  take.' — Job  xxiii.  10. 

HE  Father  knows  thee !     Learn  of  Him, 

And  ftrive  to  fee  Him  clearer ; 
When  clouds  are  round  thee,  dark  and  dim, 
Draw  nearer  then,  draw  nearer. 
If  thou  art  His, 
How  good  it  is ! 
Let  not  the  world  aihame  thee, 
He  for  His  child  will  claim  thee. 


The  Father  knows  thee !     Be  thy  care 
Hid  in  the  heart's  recefTes ; 

A  Father's  eye  has  feen  it  there, 
Tell  Him  thy  deep  diftreffes. 
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Pour  out  thy  foul, 

Unveil  the  whole, 
Believer,  of  thy  weeping 
The  Father  count  is  keeping. 

The  Father  knows  thee!  and  thy  lot 

He  hath  prepared  and  bleffeth ; 
And  canft  thou  dream  the  child  forgot, 
Who  once  fuch  love  pofTefTeth  ? 
Never  afar 
His  mercies  are: 
When  trials  thickly  gather, 
Help  cometh  from  the  Father. 

The  Father  knows  thee !     All  unleen, 

Wert  thou  the  weary  tending  ? 
Or  have  thy  thoughts  to  heaven  been 
In  folitude  afcending? 
Each  filent  deed 
His  eye  can  read  •, 
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No  thought,  that  rofe  unbidden, 
From  Him  was  ever  hidden. 

The  Father  knows  thee !     Let  no  fin 

In  guilt  again  enchain  thee, 
But  may  the  Prefence  thou  art  in 
For  evermore  reftrain  thee. 
No  futile  lies, 
No  falfe  difguife 
Avail,  where  He  is  dwelling, 
'Mid  light  all  clouds  difpelling. 
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JESUS  THE  WAY. 

c  Ans  irdlfchem  GetummeU 

i  Jefus  faith  unto  him,  I  am  the  way,  and  the  truth,  and  the  life; 
no  man  cometh  unto  the  Father,  but  by  Me.' — John  xiv.  6. 

\  MID  this  world's  commotion, 

When  hearts  all  failing  feem, 
Who  points  the  way  to  heaven, 

Where  hope  again  fhall  beam  ? 
Who  brings  us  through  the  conflict? 

Who  guides  us  when  we  ftray? 
Who  leads  through  death  to  glory  ? 

Jefus, — Himfelf  the  way. 


Here  wandering  on  and  Humbling, 
And  veiled  in  deepeft  night, 

Where  fhall  our  fouls  difcover 
A  true  and  lafting  light? 
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From  heaven  the  funfhine  cometh 
That  all  things  brighten  can, — 

Jefus  Himfelf  revealeth 
The  only  Light  for  man. 

Who  gives  us  joy  already, 

Which  none  can  take  away  ? 
Who  fhows  us,  in  our  forrow, 

The  coming  dawn  of  day  ? 
When  death  is  feen  approaching, 

Who  quells  the  fpirit's  flrife  ? 
Who  leads  us  to  the  Father  ? 

Jefus, — Himfelf  the  Life. 


c^N^(^9^V^>o 
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COMMUNION. 

c  Kommt  herein ,  ihr  lieben  Glieder.' 

'Our  fellowfhip  is  with  the  Father,  and  with  His  Son 
Jefus  Chrift.' — i  John  i.  3. 

7  RIENDS  in  Jefus,  now  draw  near, 
^  Brothers,  lifters,  enter  here  •, 
Filled  with  humble,  glad  emotion, 
Bowed  in  lowly,  deep  devotion. 

Come,  approach  the  facred  board, 
'Tis  the  Supper  of  the  Lord  -, 
Where  the  choiceft  things  of  heaven 
From  His  loving  heart  are  given. 


He  who,  leaving  throne  and  crown, 
To  our  fallen  world  came  down, 
All  our  wants  and  woes  to  fhare, 
All  our  fins  and  griefs  to  bear, — 
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He  who  journeyed  weary  years 
In  the  land  of  toil  and  tears, 
Onward  to  the  crofs  and  grave 
Haftening,  the  loft  to  fave, — 

He  devifed  this  feaft  of  love, 
Thus  the  coldeft  heart  to  move, 
Thus  to  bring  Himfelf  more  near, 
Thus  to  make  Himfelf  more  dear. 

On  the  facred  fymbols  feafting, 
All  the  love  of  Jefus  tailing, 
All  the  Spirit's  grace  and  power, — 
O  the  fweetnefs  of  the  hour! 

Who  can  tell  the  joy,  the  blifs, 
Of  communion  fuch  as  this ! 
Sink,  my  foul,  in  deep  proftration, 
Lowly,  fervent  adoration ! 
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Earth-bound  hearts,  at  length  arife! 
Reafon,  foar  beyond  the  fkies ! 
At  Thine  altar,  Lord,  we  bend, 
Let  the  fire  from  heaven  defcend! 

Hufti  your  anthems,  cherubim! 
Stand  aftonifhed,  feraphim! 
Men  on  earth,  your  brothers  lowly, 
Dare  to  join  your  Holy !  Holy! 

Lord,  may  grace  imparted  here 
In  our  future  lives  appear. 
1  Thefe  have  been,'  let  others  fay, 
*  At  the  gates  of  heaven  to-day.' 
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THOU  KNOWEST  THAT  I  LOVE  THEE. 

i  Ein  feliges  Herzfuhrt  dicfe  Spracke." 

1  Lord,  Thou  knovveft  all  things,  Thou  knoweft  that  I  love 
Thee.' — John  xxi.  17. 

|p  HEN  towards  heaven  my  beft  affe&ions  move, 
j*  Sweet  is  the  thought — my  bufinefs  is  to  love, 
To  love  with  all  my  foul,  and  heart,  and 
might, 
Him,  who  for  me  endured  life's  toil  and  for  row, 
And  death's  dark  night. 


He  ever  loves, — how  full  the  proof  He  gave, 
Coming  the  loft  of  earth  to  feek  and  fave ! 
He  loves  the  captives  whom  He  died  to  free, 
He  loves  the  Church,  He  loves  the  little  children, 
Loves  even  me. 


He  felt,  as  we  can  feel,  when  heart  with 

heart 
In  deepeft,  trueft  fympathies  has  part; 
Loving  with  all,  but  with  a  favoured  few — 
O  Mary!  John!  how  blefTed  was  your  portion, 
How  He  loved  you ! 


And  wilt  Thou  love  me  alfo,  gracious  Friend- 
Love  me,  as  him  who  on  Thy  bofom  leaned  ? 
Then  with  the  weeping  Magdalene  the  while 
I  will  embrace  Thy  feet,  in  hope  awaiting 
One  word,  one  fmile! 


Weeping,  when  Thou  art  abfent,  like  a  child 
Left  by  its  mother  lonely  in  the  wild ; 
Oh,  when  Thy  Spirit's  voice  no  more  I  hear, 
Nor  feel  Thy  prefence,  all  around  is  fadnefs, 
All  dark  and  drear. 
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Long  this  poor  finful  heart  Thou  mull  have 

known, 
By  many  a  loving  figh,  and  mourning  groan. 
Thy  gifts  of  faith  and  hope  may  brightly  fhine, 
But  love  is  more, — it  feems  to  bring  pofTeffion, 
It  makes  Thee  mine. 


And  how  am  I  thus  blefl?  Thy  grace  alone, 
Thy  wondrous  mercy,  chofe  me  for  Thine  own. 
I  fought  Thee  not,  when  Thou  wert  feeking  me ; 
Thy  love  went  forth,  the  helplefs  wanderer  finding. 
Who  loves  like  Thee  ? 
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THE  MORNING  OF  JOY. 

1  Morgenfoll  es  beffer  werden. 

1  Weeping   may   endure  for  a  night,  but  joy  cometh   in  the 
morning.' — Psalm  xxx.  5. 

|p  ES !  it  fhall  be  well  at  morning, — 
'Tis  the  promife,  ftrong  and  true. 
Meekly  bear  thy  earthly  burden, 
With  our  Lord  and  heaven  in  view. 


Yes !  it  can  be  well  at  morning, — 
Heavenly  wifdom  knoweth  how-, 

Though  to  human  fight  are  failing 
Every  hope  and  comfort  now. 
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Yes !  it  mufl:  be  well  at  morning  ; 

For  His  flock,  within  the  fold, 
All  the  truth  and  might  of  Jefus 

Have  been  guaranteed  to  hold. 


Yes!  it  will  be  well  at  morning, — 
Faith  has  made  this  truth  thine  own,- 

And  thy  pilgrimage  of  forrow 
Mufl:  be  leading  to  the  throne. 


Morning!  loved  and  looked-for  morning  ! 

Morning  of  eternal  light ! 
Thou  wilt  chafe  thefe  clouds  of  trouble, 

Thou  wilt  end  the  gloom  of  night ! 
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THE  TWO  CALLS 

6  Bier  bin  ich,  Herri  du  rufeft  mir* 
i  Follow  thou  Me.' — John  xxi.  22. 

ERE  am  I,  Lord,  Thou  called  me, 
Thou  draweft  and  I  follow  Thee, 
My  heart  and  soul  Thou  doft  demand : 
I  lay  them  gladly  in  Thy  hand. 

It  is  my  grief  to  come  fo  late, 
Thy  mercy  had  fo  long  to  wait ; 
It  is  my  joy  that  love  divine 
Could  Ihine  into  a  heart  like  mine. 

I  dare  not  linger, — duties  rife, 
Before  unfeen,  to  meet  my  eyes ; 
Contrite,  I  hafte  my  Lord  to  meet, 
But,  ah,  how  laggard  move  thefe  feet! 
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I  am,  as  Peter  was  of  old : 

Before  the  ftorm  I  flood  fo  bold, — 

It  comes,  I  fink;  ah!  ftretch  Thy  hand, 

And  draw  the  trembler  fafe  to  land. 

Once  Thou  didft  call ;  but  now,  Lord,  hear 
The  prayer  that  fain  would  reach  Thine  ear. 
1  Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock,'  I  cry, 
'The  Rock  that  higher  is  than  I !' 

Shed  down  on  me  Thy  mighty  power, 

To  ftrengthen  for  each  coming  hour ; 

And  then  through  flood,  through  fire  and  fword, 

I'll  follow  Thee,  my  Lord,  my  Lord ! 
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WARFARE. 

1  IJl  genugfilr  deinen  NamenS 
'Here  am  I,  fend  me.' — Isaiah  vi.  8. 

f&$  S  Thy  work  all  ended,  Lord, 
y\       For  Thy  fervant  here  to  do  ? 
Shall  I  not  go  forth  again, 

Meet  my  foes  and  Thine  anew  ? 
Shall  I  not,  at  Thy  command, 

With  Thy  Word  and  Spirit's  might, 
Once  again  the  conflict  join, 

Raife  Thy  ftandard  in  the  fight? 


Many  months  have  come  and  gone, 
Months  of  wearinefs  and  pain, 

Since  I  laid  my  armour  down, — 
Muft  I  longer  thus  remain  ? 
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Muft  I  tarry,  ufelefs,  here, 

"W  hile  around  Thy  foes  combine  ? 
Thou  haft  many  ftronger  fwords, 

None  more  willing,  Lord,  than  mine ' 

Give  me  but  the  loweft  place 

In  Thy  faithful,  conquering  band, 
Let  me  prove  what  yet  can  do 

One  devoted  heart  and  hand ! 
Sorely  wounded,  faint,  and  weak, 

I  was  forced  to  leave  the  field ; 
But,  Thou  knoweft,  ftill  this  heart 

Fain  would  rather  die  than  yield. 


What  though  every  danger  paft 
Were  renewed  tenfold  again? 

What  although  life's  crimfon  tide 
Flowed  afrefh  from  every  vein  ? 

Lord,  what  haft  Thou  given  for  me  ? 
Haft  Thou  fhrunk  from  pain  or  death  ? 
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In  Thy  fervice  fhall  not  I 

Gladly  fpend  my  latefl:  breath  ? 

From  the  field  of  battle  won, 

All  my  toil  and  conflict  o'er, 
Let  me  hear  Thy  welcome  call 

To  Thyfelf  for  evermore ! 
With  Thy  banner  o'er  my  head, 

Oh,  what  bleflednefs  to  die, — 
Holy  triumph,  holy  reft, 

In  my  latefl:  look  and  figh ! 

*  Weeping,  waiting,  longing  foul, 

Think  not  I  defpife  thy  prayer ; 
But — My  fword  thou  well  haft  borne, 

Now  My  crofs  I  bid  thee  bear.' 
Lord,  Thy  fervant  afks  no  more  ; 

Be  it  fo,  as  Thou  haft  faid, 
Only,  let  Thy  ftrength  be  now 

In  my  weaknefs  perfeft  made ! 
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JESUS  ONLY. 

1  Saget  mir  von  keinen  Lieben.' 
Chrift  is  all,  and  in  all.' — Col.  iii.  n. 

ClBlf^  ELL  me  not  of  earthly  love, 

Bid  me  not  its  fweetnefs  prove, 
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If  it  do  not  heavenward  tend, 
And  in  Jefus  find  its  end. 


Tell  me  not  of  earthly  blifs, 

Bright,  alluring  as  it  is, 

If  its  fource  I  cannot  fee 

In  Thy  love,  my  Lord,  for  me. 

Tell  me  not  of  mental  peace, 
Till  the  finner's  confli&s  ceafe ; 
Till  that  peace  pofTefs  the  heart 
Jefus  can  alone  impart. 
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Tell  me  not  of  knowledge  high, 
Roaming  over  earth  and  fky, — 
This  I  know,  worth  all  befide, 
Jefus,  and  Him  crucified. 

Tell  me  not  of  earthly  gain, 
Earthly  pleafures  to  obtain  j — 
I  the  pricelefs  Pearl  have  found,— 
I  have  all  things,  and  abound. 

Tell  me  not  of  earthly  glory, 
Wild  ambition's  wondrous  ftory,- 
Higher  far  my  hopes  can  rife, 
To  a  kingdom  in  the  fides. 

Tell  me  not  of  life  below, 
With  its  changing  joy  and  woe-, 
Hid  with  God  doth  mine  remain, 
Life  is  Chrift,  and  death  is  gain. 
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Not  where  death  and  change  can  come, 
Is  my  portion  or  my  home; 
Jefus  !  all  my  blifs  ftiall  be 
Sought  and  found  alone  in  Thee ! 


3l6 


Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther. 


THE  CROSS. 

1  Das  Kreuz  is  dennoch  gut ' 
6  It  is  good  for  me  that  I  have  been  am1  idled.' — Psalm  cxix.  71. 

||gip|!HE  Crofs  is  ever  good, 

Although  with  tears  bedewed ; 
A  Father's  hand  from  heaven 
This  very  crofs  has  given. 
Take  it,  as  children  fliould : 
What  bitter  is  at  prefent, 
We  own  ere  long  as  pleafant, 
It  is  fo  good,  fo  good ! 


The  Crofs  is  ever  fair ; 
And  though  no  beauty  there 
The  eye  of  fight  difcerneth, 
Such  glory  round  it  burneth, 
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That  watching  angels  wear 

Sweet  looks  of  joy  and  wonder, 
As  on  the  Crofs  they  ponder, 

It  is  fo  fair,  fo  fair ! 


And  with  the  Crofs  is  Light : 

Before  it  nought  aright 

Of  thine  own  felf  thou  knoweft, 

While  unto  it  thou  oweft, 

Of  God,  the  firft  true  fight. 

The  Crofs  in  darknefs  finds  thee, 
But  fcatters  all  that  blinds  thee : 

For  with  the  Crofs  is  Light. 


The  Crofs  makes  all  things  pure: 
No  falfehood  can  endure 
Its  coming;  guilt,  long  hidden, 
Arifes  then  unbidden ; 
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And  though  fevere  the  cure, 
At  forrow's  touch  muft  perifh 
The  fins  we  fain  would  cherifh, 

It  makes  fo  pure,  fo  pure ! 


The  Crofs  makes  man  fo  fmall, — 
His  proudeft  hopes  muft  fall, 
Their  glory  fail  difpelling, 
The  while  the  Crofs  is  telling 
That  God  alone  is  All ; 

That  only  He  is  holy, 

And  muft  be  worshipped  solely, 
Man  is  fo  fmall,  fo  fmall ! 


The  Crofs  to  me  is  dear, — 
It  brings  the  Saviour  near  •, 
And,  worldly  joy  refigning, 
I  take  it  unrepining. 
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Lord  of  the  Crofs !  'tis  here 
My  life,  my  all,  I  tender 
To  Thee,  in  full  furrender, 

And  thus  the  Crofs  is  dear ! 
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THE  SONG  OF  SONGS. 

'  Es  giebt  ein  Lied  der  LiederJ 
6  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was  flain.' — Rev.  v.  i  2. 

HERE  is  a  fong  now  finging, — 
Catch  but  its  fweet  beginning, 

And  you  will  ftill  its  notes  prolong : 
For  ever,  ever  learning, 
Yet  never  quite  difcerning 

The  deep,  full  meaning  of  the  fong! 


It  tells  of  love  undying, 
Before  which  grief  is  flying, 

Like  milts  fwept  by  the  fun  along. 

Oh!  how  earth's  forrow  leaveth 
The  heart  that  here  receiveth 

The  holy  mufic  of  the  fong ! 
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MORNING  IN  SPRING. 

'  Siehy  <vuie  der  Hain  er-wacht.' 

1  Neverthelefs  we,  according  to  His  promise,  look  for  new  heavens 
and  a  new  earth,  wherein  dwelleth  righteoufnefs.' — 2  Peter 
iii.  13. 

|OW  nature  wakes  around! 
lip?       How  the  low  rays  of  light 
Glitter  in  dew-drops  bright ! 
What  mufic  in  each  found, — 
Streams  in  their  filver  flow, 
Birds  warbling  clear  and  low, — 
And  now,  behold  the  Monarch  of  the  fkies, 
In  his  full  glory,  from  his  eaftern  couch  arife ! 

How  frefh  this  fragrant  air  ! 
New  life  to  all  it  brings, 
As  if  from  hidden  fp rings, 

And  I  with  nature  (hare  j 
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Through  every  pulfe  I  feel 
New  life,  new  vigour  fteal : 
O  that  my  foul  with  yon  light  clouds  could  fly, 
Above  all  beauty  here,  to  its  great  Source  on  high ! 

Yes,  all  has  come  from  Thee, 
Lord  of  all  power  and  might ! 
To  Chaos'  filent  night 
Thou  fpakeft — '  Let  there  be !  ■ 
And,  anfwering  to  each  name, 
Light,  life,  and  beauty  came. 
And  ftill  the  work  of  power  does  love  maintain, 
Revives,  renews,  through  all  Thy  univerfal  reign. 

At  length  a  morn  fhall  come, 

When  the  laft  'Let  there  be!  * 

Is  fpoken — and  we  fee 
This  earth  a  glorious  home, 

A  temple,  where  no  fin 

Nor  death  fhall  enter  in, 
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Where  Chrift's  redeemed  ones,  ferenely  bleft, 

In  the  new  heavens  and  earth  for  ever  fafe  (hall  reft. 

And  now  things  fair  and  bright 
Are  fhadows,  fent  before, 
Of  better  things  in  ftore, 
When  thefe  have  funk  in  night. 
Pafs,  fhadows  of  to-day ! 
Bright  vifions,  fade  away  ! 
We  mourn  you  not — let  planets  difappear, 
When  the  red  glowing  eaft  proclaims  the  Sun  is  near. 

For  me  that  Sun  fhall  rife ; — 

And  loved  ones,  mourned  in  vain, 
Its  light  fhall  bring  again, 
To  blefs  my  longing  eyes. 

Then  faint  not,  drooping  heart, 
Ours  is  the  better  part ; 
Bloom  on,  fair  Nature!  fading  are  thy  flowers, 
But  things  which  perifh  not,  in  Chrift.  are  furely  ours. 
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THE  CALL  OBEYED. 

6  0  Urfprung  des  Lebens,  0  evuiges  Licbt.' 

'  And  whofoever  will,  let  him  take  the  water  of  life  freely.' — 
Rev.  xxii.  17. 

I  EVERLASTING  Source  of  life  and  light, 
Which  none  (hall  feek  in  vain,  who  feeks 
aright,— 
Fountain  of  love  and  peace, 
Here,  in  the  wildernefs, 
Flowing,  with  living  waters  to  impart 
To  every  longing  foul,  to  every  weary  heart, — 

How  fweetly  founds  the  call, — Whoever  will, 
Let  him  draw  near,  fecure  of  welcome  fiill  ( 

Here  mercy,  full  and  free, 

Whate'er  thy  cafe  may  be, 
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Poor  firmer,  come  in  faith,  and  thou  {halt  find  : 
Reft  for  the  burdened  foul,  balm  for  the  wounded  mind. 

Lord,  I  am  come;  by  faith  I  would  abide, 
With  longing  fpirit,  at  the  Fountain-fide. 
Thou  wilt  not  fail,  nor  break 
One  promife  Thou  doft  make, 
To  poor  and  needy  fouls.     Thou  wilt  beftow 
All  that  I  need,  for  all  Thou  well  muft  know. 

How  rich  the  treafures  Jefus  has  to  give! 
How  happy  they  who  hear,  believe,  and  live ! 
All  guilty  fears  will  fly 
When  He  in  love  draws  nigh. 
Give  me  the  bleffing,  Lord  ;  let  each  defire, 
Now  weaned  from  earth,  to  Thee  and  things  of  heaven 
afpire. 

And  {hould  affliftion  come  at  Thy  command, 
Let  me  receive  it  meekly  from  Thy  hand  ; 
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Let  me  not  ftart,  nor  fhrink 
Of  Thine  own  cup  to  drink, 
For  they  who  fhare  on  earth  Thy  grief  and  pain, 
Soon  with  Thyfelf  in  blifs  for  evermore  fliall  reign. 

Then,  O  my  God,  give  me  at  length  to  reft, 
Where  all  Thy  people  with  Thyfelf  are  bleft  •, 

Where  fin,  and  grief,  and  fear, 

For  ever  difappear ; 
Where  joy  in  all  its  fulnefs  fliall  be  given, 
And  all  Love's  toil  on  earth  be  overpaid  in  heaven. 
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SABBATH  MORNING. 

6  Es  <wird  mein  Herz  mit  Freuden  <wacbJ 

1 1  was  glad  when  they  faid  unto  me,  Let  us  go  into  the  houfe 
of  the  Lord/ — Ps.  cxxii.  i. 

<^^jS£)  Y  heart  wakes  with  a  joyful  lay  : 
nMgi  There  is  a  bleffing  on  this  day ; 
^jgj  And  many  voices  call  abroad, 

JgJi  'O  come  and  feek  the  Houfe  of  God !' 


To-day,  when  He  will  fpeak  to  thee, 
Within  His  courts  a  waiter  be* 
To-day,  thy  bufy  hands  be  ftill, 
And  let  Him  work  His  blefTed  will. 
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God  keeps  an  open  houfe  to-day, 
The  Bread  of  Life  He  gives  away, 
Each  hungering  foul  He  fatisfies, 
And  he  who  eateth  never  dies. 

To-day,  the  Sower  broadcaft  fows 
His  precious  feed  where'er  He  goes ; 
And  where  prepared  hearts  are  found, 
Like  precious  fruit  will  foon  abound. 

To-day,  the  faithful  Shepherd  leads 
His  little  flock  through  flowery  meads ; 
To  quiet  refting-places  brings, 
Green  paftures,  and  frefh  water-fprings. 

To-day,  the  great  Phyfician  comes 
Still  nearer  to  our  hearts  and  homes, 
With  loving  counfel,  and  relief 
For  every  wound,  and  pain,  and  grief. 
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A  blefling  refts  upon  this  day : 
My  heart  wakes  with  a  joyful  lay, 
And  gladly  founds  the  call  abroad, — 
'  O  come  and  feek  the  Houfe  of  God ! ' 
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REMEMBER  ME. 

c Mein  Gott,  vergifs  me'in  nicht' 
i  Remember  me,  O  my  God,  for  good.' — Neh.  xiii.  31. 

Y  God,  forget  me  not 

In  forrow's  evil  day, 
When  dark  the  fliadows  fall 
Around  my  pilgrim  way. 
To  Thy  fure  word  of  hope 

Let  me  for  refuge  flee ; 
In  mercy,  then,  for  good, 
O  Lord,  remember  me ! 


My  God,  forget  me  not, 

When  low  before  Thy  throne 
I  feek  to  fpread  my  cares, 

And  make  my  wifhes  known. 


A  Father's  gracious  face, 
By  faith,  then  let  me  fee ; 

I  am  Thy  loving  child, — 
O  Lord,  remember  me ! 

My  God,  forget  me  not, 

When  my  poor  foul  is  dumb, 
And  only  fighs  and  tears, 

Inftead  of  words,  will  come. 
Though  even  fighs  mould  ceafe, 

Defires  are  known  to  Thee ; — 
In  pity,  then,  and  love, 

O  Lord,  remember  me ! 

My  God,  forget  me  not, 
When  all  around  is  bright ; 

Undazzled  let  me  walk 
Amid  the  funfhine  light. 

Give  me  a  quiet  mind, 

From  earthly  bondage  free ; 
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Be  Thou  my  chiefeft  joy, — 
O  Lord,  remember  me! 

My  God,  forget  me  not, 

When  this  forgetful  heart 
Is  tempted,  from  Thy  ways 

To  wander  and  depart. 
Give  me  to  find  no  reft 

Till  I  return  to  Thee, 
In  lowly  penitence, — 

O  Lord,  remember  me ! 

My  God,  forget  me  not, 

When  my  laft  hour  is  near, 
And  all  the  things  of  earth 

Grow  dim  or  difappear. 
Through  the  dark  valley's  fhade 

Thy  glory  let  me  fee ; 
My  light  in  life,  in  death, — 

O  Lord,  remember  me ! 
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PEACE. 

6  Gib  deinen  Fneden  unsy  0  Herr  der  Starke 7' 

1  Now  the  Lord  of  peace  Himfelf  give  you  peace  always  by  all 
means/ — %  Thess.  iii.  16. 

^f  IVE  us  Thy  bleffed  peace,  God  of  all 

III        misht! 

^°  *    Without  it,  we  muft  weary  in  the  fight ; 
Without  it,  our  weak  fervice  foon  mull: 
ceafe : 

Give  us  Thy  blefled  peace. 


Life's  day  is  fultry,  and  its  evening  chill, 
With  little  left  to  cheer;  yet  the  heart  (till 
Cleaveth  to  duft,  nor  can  obtain  releafe, 
Excepting  through  Thy  peace. 
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Lord,  give  us  peace,  let  it  refrefh  anew 
The  deeply  tempted,  yet  the  tried  and  true, 
Left  earthly  fpirits  foil  us  in  the  ft  rife, 
Of  this  oo  earneft  life. 

The  fathers,  loved  by  Thee,  this  bleffing  knew : 
Their  children  in  the  defert  need  it  too. 
Give  peace,  and  hope  to  lay  our  weapons  down, 
And  gain  the  vigor's  crown. 

Our  life  below,  until  the  journey  clofe, 
Is  often  ftormy,  and  befet  with  foes ; 
Lord,  in  the  fhadow  of  Thy  peace  give  reft, 
When  we  are  moft  oppreft. 

And  whenfoever  death  itfelf  appear, 
Then  may  Thy  angel  meffengers  be  near, 
And  bear  us  hence,  to  fhare,  when  troubles  ceafe, 
Thine  everlafting  peace! 
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WALKING  IN  LIGHT. 

'  Wenn  ivir  uns  kindlich  freuen.' 
1  He  went  on  his  way  rejoicing.' — Acts  viii.  8. 

HEN  we  feek  with  loving  heart, 
Each  to  act  a  childlike  part, 
Daily  duty,  daily  care, 
For  our  Lord  to  do  or  bear ; — 

All  His  pleafure  to  fulfil, 
Do  or  fuffer  all  His  will, — 
Serve  Him  here  with  earneft  love, 
Till  we  dwell  with  Him  above, — 

When  the  ranfomed  look  before, 
View  by  faith  the  heavenly  fhore, 
Catch  the  echoes  of  the  fong 
They  fhall  join  in  there,  ere  long,- 


336  Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther. 

Then,  of  fmall  account  appear 
Every  mortal  toil  or  tear ; 
Homeward  hafting  day  by  day, 
What  are  trials  by  the  way  ? 

He,  the  great  High  Prieft,  draws  nigh, 
Brings  for  every  want  fupply  •, 
Healing  oil,  and  cheering  wine, 
Living  water,  bread  divine. 

Then  together  all  rejoice, 
Singing  praife  with  heart  and  voice, 
Finding,  ere  our  work  be  done, 
Prefent  heaven  on  earth  begun. 

Often  by  our  Saviour  bleft 
With  a  fweet  fabbatic  reft, 
Every  burden  we  can  bear 
To  His  heart,  and  leave  it  there. 


And  arifing,  onward  hafte, 
When  that  blefled  hour  is  paft, 
Ready,  with  uplifted  hands, 
For  the  Matter's  next  commands. 

Ready,  at  His  midnight  call, 
Joyfully  to  part  from  all — 
Then,  with  Him,  the  feftal  door 
Enter,  to  go  out  no  more ! 
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LIGHT  BEYOND. 

c  Frublingfuft  um  blaue  Berge  JpielendJ 
i  Because  I  live,  ye  fhall  live  alfo.' — John  xiv.  19. 

FREEZES  of  fpring,  all  earth  to  life 
awaking, — 
Birds  fwiftly  foaring  through  the  funny 

&y  — 

The  butterfly  its  lonely  prifon  breaking, — 
The  feed  upfp ringing,  which  had  feemed  to 
die, — 


Types  fuch  as  thefe  a  word  of  hope  have  fpoken, 
Have  fhed  a  gleam  of  light  around  the  tomb ; 

But  weary  hearts  longed  for  a  furer  token, 
A  clearer  ray,  to  diffipate  its  gloom. 
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And  this  was  granted !     See  the  Lord  afcending, 
On  crimfon  clouds  of  evening  calmly  borne, 

With  hands  outftretched,  and  looks  of  love  ftill  bending 
On  His  bereaved  ones,  who  no  longer  mourn. 

1 1  am  the  Refurre&ion,'  hear  Him  faying, 
'  I  am  the  Life ;  he  who  believes  in  Me 

Shall  never  die, — the  fouls  My  call  obeying, 
Soon,  where  I  am,  for  evermore  (hall  be.' 

Sing  Halleluiah !  light  from  heaven  appearing, 
The  myftery  of  life  and  death  is  plain ; 

Now  to  the  grave  we  can  defcend  unfearing, 
In  fure  and  certain  hope  to  rife  again ! 


*  c/'OT^o-^^- 
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FUNERAL  HYMN. 

1  Ehmalls  folk  gejiorben  feyn» 

6  Jefus  Chrift,  who  hath  abolifhed  death,  and  hath  brought  life  and 
immortality  to  light  through  the  Gofpel.' — 2  Tim.  i.  10. 

^NCE  the  fentence  juftly  founded, 
' Thou  ftialt  die!'  in  accents  dread, 
To  the  erring  fheep,  who  wandered 

In  forbidden  paths  to  tread ; 
But  how  awfully  it  lighted 

On  the  Shepherd's  finlefs  head ! 

And  fince  He  endured  that  anguifh, 
Bore  thofe  forrows,  deep  and  vaft, 

For  His  people,  death  is  altered, 
All  its  bitternefs  is  paft ; 

As  they  journey  where  He  leads  them, 
'Tis  a  ftep,  and  that  the  laft. 
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So  from  time  to  time  the  Mafter 

Calleth  home  His  fervants  ftill, 
One  by  one,  the  many  manfions 

In  His  Father's  houfe  to  fill. 
Shall  we  dare  His  love  to  queftion, 

Or  difpute  His  fov'reign  will  ? 

Go  in  peace,  beloved  brother ! 

At  the  call  of  Jefus  go, 
To  behold  Him  in  His  beauty, 

All  His  love  and  grace  to  know. 
Thou  departeft, — we  mud  linger 

In  the  land  of  fin  and  woe. 

Reft  in  peace — the  reft  is  pleafant, 
When  our  toil  and  ftrife  are  o'er  ♦, 

All  the  fweeter  for  the  conflict 
Or  the  wearinefs  before ; — 

Thou  haft  laboured  long  and  nobly, 
Thou  fhalt  reft  for  evermore! 
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While  thy  memory  we  cherifh, 
Ever  honoured,  ever  dear, 

Till  we  meet  again,  when  Jefus 
Shall  have  banifhed  every  tear, 

And  with  rapture,  reunited, 
All  thy  tale  of  glory  hear ! 
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Sixth  Edition,  Enlarged,  price  Is.  fid., 

THE  BOOKS  OF  THE  OLD  AND   NEW  TESTAMENTS  PROVED 

TO  BE   CANONICAL,  and  their  Verbal  Inspiration   Maintained  and  Esta- 
blished.    By  the  late  Robert  Haldane,  Esq. 


2         §oo!is  f  »Mt%h  fcS  Militant  f .  ^eratebg, 

In  two  vols.  8vo,  beautifully  printed  on  toned  paper,  price  One  Guinea, 

A  New,  Complete,  and  Handsome  Edition  of  the 

LETTERS  OF  SAMUEL  RUTHERFORD.     Edited  by  Rev.  A.  A. 

Bonar,  Glasgow. 

This  Edition  contains  a  considerable  amount  of  new  matter;  Notes,  Glossaries, 
Minor  Biographies,  and  a  new  Life  of  Rutherford  by  the  Editor.  The  whole  text 
has  been  subjected  to  the  most  careful  revision ;  the  numerous  errors  of  previous 
reprints  have  been  corrected;  and  the  Letters  brought  back  as  nearly  as  possible 
to  their  original  state. 

%*  A  few  Copies  in  extra  thick  Paper,  with  Photographic  Illustrations,  price 
31s.  6d. 

Sixteenth  Impression  of  5000,  Price  Ninepence, 
LITTLE  THINGS. 

1  It  will  richly  reward  perusal.  Finely  illustrating  the  phrase  of  Dr  Chalmers, 
11  The  power  of  littles."  ' — Christian  Witness. 

By  the  same  Author. 
Twentieth  thousand,  price  Is.,  cloth, 
THINGS  TO  BE  THOUGHT  OF. 

'A  little  book  full  of  sensible,  earnest,  and  practical  counsels.  On  the  formation 
of  character,  habits  of  study,  right  employment  of  time,  control  of  the  thoughts, 
and  other  such  subjects,  many  useful  and  judicious  thoughts  are  thrown  out.'— 
Literary  Gazette. 

Second  Edition,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  price  2s., 

DEW  OF  HERMON;    or,  Zion's   Daily  Sacrifice.      By  a  Son  of 

Consolation. 
'  A  Bible  text  with  suitable  reflections  and  Scripture  references  for  every  day  in 
the  year.    A  useful  little  book.' — Scottish  Guardian. 

Sixth  thousand,  in  18mo,  2s.,  cloth, 

TRUTH  AND  ERROR;    or,  Letters  to  a  Friend  on  some  of  the 

Controversies  of  the  Day.     By  the  Rev.  Horatius  Bonar,  D.D.,  Kelso 
1  Our  wish  is,  not  only  that  a  copy  of  it  were  in  every  house,  but  that  the  truths 
which  it  teaches  were  lodged  warm  and  living  in  every  heart.' — Free  Church 
Magazine. 

Second  Edition,  price  6s.  6d.,  cloth, 

THE  GOSPEL  IN  THE  PARABLES.  By  the  Rev.  D.  T.  K 
Dbummond,  B.A. 

1  A  valuable  addition  to  the  stores  of  our  Biblical  Literature.' — Evangelical 
Magazine. 

4  It  is  evidently  the  product  of  a  sanctified  mind,  imbued  with  deep  reverence  for 
the  teaching  of  the  Saviour.' — News  of  the  Churches. 

Foolscap  8vo,  cloth,  price  4s.  6d., 

LESSONS  FOR  THE  PRESENT  FROM  THE  RECORDS  OF  THE 

PAST;  or,  Practical  and  Experimental  Thoughts  on  Genesis.    By  the  Rev. 

Robert  Macdonald,  North  Leith  Free  Church. 
4  Judged  by  its  object  and  design,  it  is  very  successfully  executed.    It  is  rich  in 
evangelical  theology,  and  breathes  throughout  a  spirit  of  lively  devotion.' — Scottish 
Guardian. 
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WORKS    BY    THE    LATE 

CATHEEINE     D .    BELL, 


Just  published, 
LAST  HOURS  WITH  COUSIN  KATE.    With  Memoir  and  Portrait. 

Contents. 


Memoir. 

1.  Little  Nelly;   or,   Am  I  really  a 

Child  of  God  ? 

2.  The  Garden:  An  Allegory. 

3.  The  Amulet  ;  or,  Love  thy  Neigh- 

bour as  thyself. 


4.  How  to  be  Happy  ?  or,  E very-day 

Work  for  God. 

5.  Whom  will  ye  serve  ? 

6.  Where  are  your  Sins  ? 

7.  The  Child's  Offering. 

8.  George  and  Alick. 


9.  The  Answered  Prayer. 


ROSA'S    WISH,    and   how  she  attained  it.      Second  thousand. 

Price  4s.  6cL,  cloth. 
1  Rosa  is  quite  a  little  pet,  full  of  life  and  spirit,  delighted  with  rich,  wild  nature, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  tender,  affectionate,  and  trusting The  story  is  alto- 
gether most  readable,  and  will  delight  many  a  family  circle.'—  Mercury  and  Herald. 

in. 

HOME  SUNSHINE.     Second  Edition.     Foolscap  8vo,  price  4s.  6d. 

1  The  story  is  charmingly  conceived,   beautifully  constructed,  and   exquisitely 
finished.    It  is  rich  in  thoughts  and  incidents  ' — Mercury  and  Daily  Express. 

IV. 

REST  AND  UNREST ;    or,  The  Story  of  a  Year.      In  foolscap, 

price  5s.,  cloth. 
'A  sensible  and  excellent  book.    Those  who  are  anxious  to  act  right,  will  find 
valuable  counsels  in  "  Rest  and  Unrest,"  ' — Athenxum. 


SELF-MASTERY;    or,    Kenneth  and   Hugh.      Second  Edition, 

price  5s.,  cloth. 
4  A  book  of  life  forcibly  conceived,  vividly  depicted,  and  abounding  in  matter 
calculated  to  attract,  rivet,  and  instruct,1 — British  Standard. 


HELP  IN  TIME  OF  NEED;   or,  The  Lord  Careth  for  His  Own. 

Second  Edition,  price  3s.  6d.,  cloth 
*  Surpasses  in  deep  interest  and  imaginative  power  all  Miss  Bell's  previous  works.' 
— Literary  Spectator. 


*    ^Socks  IjJublisIjeb  bn  WL  ^i  ilcnnebn,  (Sbinlntrgl). 

WORKS  BY  THE  LATE  CATHERINE  D.  BELL—  Continued. 

VII. 

UNCONSCIOUS    INFLUENCE  ;    or,   Horace  and  May.      Second 

thousand.     Foolscap,  price  5s. 
1 A  story  of  sisterly  love,  calculated  to  foster  all  the  affections  of  home  ' — 
Scotsman. 

VIII. 

HOPE  CAMPBELL;    or,  Know  Thyself.     Third  Edition.     Cloth, 

price  4s.  6d. 
1  An  admirable  book,  and  one  we  can  recommend  heartily.    It  contains  much 
wise  counsel.' — Athenaeum. 

IX. 

MARY  ELLIOT ;  or,  Be  ye  Kind  One  to  Another.     New  Edition. 

Foolscap,  price  3s.  Gd  ,  cloth. 
1  It  contains  many  family  groupings  of  rare  excellence.' — Christian  Times. 
x. 
MARGARET  CECIL;  or,  I  Can  because  I  Ought.    Third  thousand. 

Foolscap,  price  5s. 
'It  merits  attention  for  the  sound  principle,  right  feeling,  and  accurate  observa- 
tion of  character  displayed  throughout  the  work.' — Scottish  Guardian. 

XI. 

LILY  GORDON,  the  Young  Housekeeper.    Third  thousand.    Price 

4s:  6d.,  cloth. 
'A  carefully  executed  story,  with  a  most  excellent  purpose.' — Athenxum. 

XII. 

SET   ABOUT  IT  AT  ONCE ;    or,  Cousin  Kate's  Story.      Seventh 

thousand.     Cloth,  price  2s.  6d. 
4  A  lively  and  pleasant  story,  which  we  strongly  recommend  not  only  on  account 
of  its  attraction  as  a  tale,  but  its  excellent  moral  tone  and  healthy  sentiment.' — 
Evening  Post. 

XIII. 

AN  AUTUMN  AT  KARNFORD.     Third  Edition.     Price  2s.  6d., 

cloth. 
'A  lively  tale  for  children,  calculated  to  teach  them  to  probe  the  motives  of  even 
praiseworthy  actions.' — Christian  Lady's  Magazine. 


ARNOLD  LEE ;  or,  Rich  Boys  and  Poor  Boys.     Second  thousand. 

Price  3s.,  cloth. 
4  A  tale  of  deep  interest  and  true  pathos.    We  hail  its  publication  with  peculiar 
pleasure.'—  Christian  Times . 

London:  Hamilton,  Adams,  &  Co.     Dublin:  M'Glashan  &  Gill. 


